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VOLUME I. 


THE 
COMPLAIN T: 
_ 


NIGHT-THOUGHTS.. 


vor. IL, 3 PREFACE. 


P R E F A C E. 


e 
& tious; ſo the method purſugd in it, was rather 
impoſed, by what ſpontaneouſly aroſe in the author's 
mind on that occaſion, than meditated or defigned. 
Which will appear very probable from the nature of it. 
For it differs from the common mode of Poetry, which 
is, from long narrations ta draw ſhort morals, Here, 
on the contrary, the narrative is ſhort, and the mora- 
lity ariſing from it makes the bulk of the Poem. The 
reaſon of it is, That the facts mentioned did naturally 
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NIGHT THE FIRST... 


0 * 
LIFE. DEATH, AND IMMORTALITY. : 
1 0 


THE RIGHT HON. ARTHUR ONSLOW, 
| SPEAKER OF THE HOUSE OF COMMONS, 


IR'D Nature's ſweet reſtorer, balmy Sleep , 
He, like the world, his ready viſt pays 
Where Fortune ſmiles; the wretched he forſakes ; 
Swift on his dowpy pinion flies from woe, 

And lights on lids unſullied with a tear. Rs 
From ſhort (as vſual) and diſturb'd repoſe, 
I wake: How happy they, who wake no more 
Vet that were vain, if dreams infeſt the grave. 

I wake, emerging from a ſea of dreams 

Tumultuous; where my wreck ddeſponding thought, 10 
From wave to wave of fancied miſery, 1 
B 2 t 
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At random drove, her helm of reaſon loſt. 

Though now reſtor d, tis only change of pain, 

A bitter change!) ſeverer for ſevere. 

The Day too ſhort for my diſtreſs; and Night, 25 

Ev'n in the zenith of her dark domain, Eo Hs 

Is funthine to the colour of my fate. 

Night, fable goddeſs! from her chen throne, 

In raylefs majeſty, now ſtretches forth 

Her leaden ſceptre o'er a lumbering world. 20 
Silence, how dead! and darkneſs, tow profound 1 

Nor eye, nor liſtening ear, an object finds; 

Creation fleeps. Tis as the general pulſe 

Of life ſtood ſtill, and nature made a pauſe; — - 

An awful pauſe ! prophetic of her end. "+ Po 

And let her prophecy be ſoon fulfill'd; 

Fate ! drop the curtain; I can loſe no more. 
Silence and Daria ſalemn filters! twins 

From ancient Night, who DS Hf wack oth! 

To Reaſon, and on Reaſon build Reſolve, 39 


= (That column of true majeſty in man) 


Aſſiſt me: I will thank you in the grave; 

The grave, your kingdom: There this frame ſhall fall 

A viRtim ſacred to your dreary ſhrine. | : | 

But what are ye? * 1M 
Thou, who didſt put to flight 

Primeval Silence, when the morning ſtars, 

Exulting, ſhouted o'er the riſing ball; ©: 

O Thou, whoſe word from ſolid dartneſ7 ſtruck 

That ſpark, the ſun; . 40 

: My 
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My ſoul, Shich flies to Thee, ber truſt, ee 
As miſers to their gold, while others reſt. | 
Through this opaque of Nature, and of Soul, 
To lighten, and to chear. O lead my mind, 408 
(A mind that fain would wander from its woe) 
Lead it through various ſens of Lis and Deatby 
And from each ſcene, the nobleſt truths inſpire. 
Nor leſs inſpire my Cunduct, than my Song; 
Teach my beſt reaſon, reaſon; my beſt will 30 
Teach rectitude; and fix my firm reſolve 
Wiſdom to wed, and pay her long arrear: 

Nor let the phial of thy vengeance, pour d 

On this devoted head, be pour d in vain. 

The bell ſtrikes One, We take no note of time $5 
But from its loſs. To give it then. a tongue, * 
Is wiſe in man. As if an angel ſpoke, 

I feel the folemn ſound. If heard aright, 

It is the knell of my departed hours: 

Where are they? With the years beyond the flood. bo 
It is the Anal that demands diſpatch : 

How much is to be done? My hopes and fears 

Start vp alarm'd, and o'er life's narrow verge 

| r 10 

A dread eternity! how ſurely mine / 65 
And can eternity belong to me, | 
Poor penſioner on the bounties of an hour ? 

How poor, how rich, how abject, how auguſt, 
How complicate, how wonderful, is man! 

ne 70 

B 3 Whe 
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8 Bange ended chainb D 1. 
Midway from Nething to the Deity! / 75 
Though fully d and diſhonour'd, ſtill divine! 
An heir of glory ! à frail child of duſt! 
A worm! a god I tremble at myſelf, [26 

And in myſelf am loft?! 2 
Thought wanders up and down, furpriz d, W 

And wondering at her own : Per | 


O what a miracle to man is man, 255 
Triumphantly diſtreſs d what joy, meas! 
Alternately tranſported; and alarm'd! © wy 


What can preſerve my life ! or what deſtroy! 

An angebe arm can't ſnatch me from the grave; FE 

Legions of angels can't confine me there. uy 
'Tis paſt conjefture; all things riſe in propF: n 

While o'er my limbs e i ſoft dominion ſpread, i 

— eg 3 


er fairy fields ; or mourn'd along the gloom 


8 rr "Wy 
Hurl'd headlong, fwam with pain the mantled pool; | 
Or ſcal'd the cliff; or dane d on hollow winds, 
With antic ſhapes, wild natives of the brain? 
Her ceaſeleſs flight, though devious, A te Sins 
Of ſubtler eſfence-than the trodden clod ; 0 100 
ih di Active 
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Active, acrial, towering, unconſin d. 
Unfetter'd with her groſs compunions fall. 
Ev'n ſilent night proclaims my ſoul immortal: 
Ev'n ſilent night proclaims eternal dax. 
For human weal, heaven huſbands all events: tos 
Why then their loſs deplore, that are not loſt? 
Why wanders wretched thought their tombs around, 
Slumbers, rak d up in duſt, ethereal fire? 116 
They live | they greatly live a life on eartgn 
Unkindled, unconceiv'd 5 and from an eye 
Of tenderneſs let heavenly pity fall 
On me, move july cmaber'd with Giowteads:: 
This is the defart, this the ſolitude e: ——_ 
How populous, how vital, is the grave! 4 HA 
This is creation's melancholy vault, 1 + 1 
The vale funertal, the ſad cypreſs gloom; : 
The land of apparitions, empty ſhades ! ol; 
Is Subflance ; the reverſe is folly's creed : 
Ho ſolid, all, 3 III—_—_ 


21 = 
ft. 21253 wy? 
<- - 6 


eee ee : 
The twilight of our day, the veſtibule; 
Lief theatre as yet is ſtrut, and death, 


Strong death, —— 
And make us en of exiſtence free,, 
From real life, neon mc 


—_ not yet a candidate for light, 180 
| B4 . The 


* | 
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Yon ambient azure ſhell, and ſpring to life, 
The life of gods, O tranſport! and of man. 

Vet man, fool man! bere buries all his thoughts; 135 
ee oye withontions Gg. 
* Priſoner of earth, and pent beneath the moon, 

Here pinions all his wiſhes; wing d by heaven 
| To fly at infinite; and reach it there, 1 
On life's fair tree, faſt by the throne of Gd. 
What golden joys ambroſial cluſtering glow, 

In His full beam, and ripen for the juſt, 

Where momentary ages are no more E | 
rr 8 
And is it in the flight of threeſcore years, ö | 
To puſh eternity from human thought, 

And ſmother ſouls immortal in the duſt ? 

A ſoul immortal, ſpending all her fires, \ 
Waſting her ſtrength in ſtrenuous idleneſs, 250 
Thrown into tumult, raptur'd or alarm'd,, © 
At ought this ſcene can threaten or indulge, 
Neſembles ocean into tempeſt wrought, © E 
To waft a feather, or to drown a fly. 2 | 

Where falls this cenſure? It o'erwhelms myſelf; "5s 
How was my heart incruſted by the world! PIT 
O how ſelf-fetter'd was my groveling ſoul ! 

How, like a worm, was I wrapt round and round 
In filken thought; which reptile Fancy ſpun, 


Till darken'd Rags lay quite clouded. o'r 265 


OOO OO Ee — SE —̃ͤ — 
oa 
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With ſoft conceit of endleſs comfort here, 
Nor yet put forth her wings to reach the ſkies ! 
Night-viſions may befriend (as ſung above) : 
Our waking dreams are fatal. How I dreamt 
Of things impoſſible! (Could fleep do more?) 1653 
Of joys perpetual in perpetval change! oo 
Of ſtable pleaſures on the toſſing wave! . 
Eternal ſunſhine in the ſtorms of life! e 1 
With gorgeous tapeſtries of pictur d joys ! 276 
Joy behind joy, in endleſs perſpe&tive! FA 
Till at death's toll, whoſe reſtleſs iron tongue 
Calls daily for his millions at a meal, 9 
Starting I woke, and found myſelf undone. 
Where now my phrenzy's pompous furniture? 175 
The cobweb'd cottage, with its ragged wall 
Of mouldering mud, is royalty to me! 
Is cord, is cable, to man's tender tie 
On earthly bliſs ; it breaks at every breeze.” 
O ye bleſt ſcenes of permanent delight 14; 7 
„„ on SE art 
A perpetuity of bliſs is bliſs. 
Could you, Pre eee 


That ghaſtly thought would drink up all your joy, 185 

And quite unparadiſe the realms of light. 

Safe are you lodg d above theſe rolling ſpheres; 

Sheds fad viciſſitude on all beneath. 

Here teems with revolutions every hour; 190 
a] h And 


«© | YOUNG'S POEMS. 

And rarely for the better; or the %, 

More mortal than the common births of fate. 

5 
Strikes empires from the root; each moment plays 55 
His little weapon in the narrower ſphere 


Of ſweet domeftie:comfort, ——— 
The faireſt bloom of ſublunary bliſs. 
Bliſs ! fublunary bliſs l—proud words, ard un! [ 
Implicit treaſon to divine decree! _ 100 


A bold invaſion of the rights of heaven! 

I claſp'd the phantoms, and I found them air. | 
O had I weigh'd it ere my fond embrace! 
e reer , ee dere aw nl 1628 
Death l great proprietor of all 1 tis thine 20g 
— eitenpin — T 
The fun himſelf by thy permiſſion ſhines; it 
And, one day, tho ſhalt pluck him from bis ſphere 
Amid ſuch mighty plunder, why exhauſt -— + 
"Thy partial quiver om u mark forma? 2210 
— wreaks om we 7 9 
Inſatiate archer !' could not one fiiffice > E > 
Thy ſhaft flew thrice; . 
And thrice, ere thrice yon moon had flFd her horn. 
O Cynthia! hn, Agra Dot tou lavient 4 


How wanes my he bliſs ! from Arun Cle, 
Precarious 2 eee 


* 
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In every vary d poſture, place, and hour, | 
How widow'd every thought of every joy? 
Thought, buſy thought! too buſy for my peace! 
Through the dark poſtern of time long elaps'd, 
Led ſoftly, by the ſtillneſs of the night, 22g 
Led, like a murderer, (and ſuch-it proves !) 5 
Strays (wretched rover !) o'er the pleaſing paſt; 
In queſt of wretchedneſfs perveſely ſtrays z: 
And finds all deſart xow; and meets the ghoſts 
Of my departed joys ; a numerous train! 230 
I rue the riches of my former fate; | 
Sweet comfort's blaſted cluſters I lament ; 
I tremble at the bleſſings once ſo dear; 


— > mac pe hor, camrþ 


Let why complain ? or why complain for one? 15 
Hangs out ls lun bie luftre but br m A 


The /ingle man? Are angels all bende? 
I mourn for millions: *Tis the common lotzy 
In this ſhape, or in that, has fate entail'd 1 
The mother's throes on all of woman born, "_= 
Not more the children, than ſure heirs, of pan. 
War, Famine, Peſt, Volcano, Storm, and Fire, | 


Inteſtine broils, Oppreſſon, with her heart A 
Wrapt up in triple braſs, befiege mankinc. 
God's image diſinherited of day, 6s 


Here, plung'd in mines, forgers « un was mace. 
There, beings deathleſs as their haughty lord, 

Are hammer'd to the galling oar for life; wh af? 
A — tha 


In 
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In battle lopt away, with half their limbs, 
rr 

If ſo the tyrant, or his minion, doom. | | 
Wart, and incurable diſeaſe, (fell pair I) | 
On. hopeleſs multitudes remorſeleſs ſeize 233 
At once; and make a refuge of the grave. | 
What numbers groan for ſad admiſſion there! 
What numbers, once in fortune's * ; 
Solicit the cold hand of charity! 26⁰ 
To ſhock us more, ſolicit it in vain! _ eee 
Ye filken ſons of pleaſure! ſince in pains 

You rue more modiſh viſits, viſit bere, _ .. | 
Surfeif's dominion o'er you: but ſo great 26g 
Your impudence, you bluſh at what is riglt. 
F „„er re F 
A ich; and glen. 3 90 
Through thickeſt ſhades, — h gat 

Man's caution often into danger turns; | as Py 
And his guard, falling, cruſhes him to death. 

Not happineſs itſelf makes good her name z 7 
Our very wiſhes give us not our wiſh. _ 275 


From that for which we doat, felicity / 
And trueft friends, through error, wound our reſt. 


280 
And 


Without misfortune, what calamities | 
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And what hoſtilities, without a foe | 

Nor are foes wanting to the beſt on earth, 

But endleſs is the liſt of human ills, 

And fighs might ſooner fail, than cauſe to ſigh. 

A part how ſmall of the terraqueous globe 283 
Is tenanted by man ! the reſt a <vafte, 

Rocks, deſarts, frozen ſeas, and burning ſands : 
Wild haunts of monſters, poiſons, ſtings, and death. | 
Such is earth's melancholy map l but, far * 
More fad ! this earth is a true map of mar. 290 
So bounded are its haughty lord's delights | 
To woe's wide empire; where deep troubles toſs, 

Loud ſorrows howl, invenom'd paffions bite, 

And threatening fate wide opens to devour. 295 
What then am I, who ſorrow for myſelf ? 4 
In age, in infancy, from others aid 
Is all aur hope ; to teach us to be hind. 
That, nature's fi, laft leſſon to mankind ; ; 
The ſelfiſh heart deſerves the pain it feels. 300 
More generous ſorrow, while it ſinks, exalts; | 

And conſcious virtue mitigates the pang. 
Nor virtue, more than prudence, bids me give 
Swoln thought a ſecond channel; who divide, 


They weaken too, the torrent of their grief. 303 
Take then, O World ! thy much - indebted ter: 
How fad a ſight is human happineſs, 

To thoſe whoſe thought can pierce beyond an hour! 
O thou ! whate'er thou art, whoſe heart exults ! | 
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I know thou would; thy pride demands it from me. 
Let thy pride pardon, what thy nature needs, | 
The ſalutary cenſure of a friend. * 
Thou happy vretch / by blindneſs how art br A 
By dotage dandled to perpetual ſmiles. 325 
Know, fmiler ! at thy pert art thou fies a, of 
Thy pleaſure is the promiſe of thy pain. { 
Mizfortune, like/a creditor ſevere, 
But riſes in demand for her delay; es a 1.46 
She makes a ſcourge of paſt proſperity, $326 
To ſting thee more, and double thy diſtreſs. 
Lorenzo, fortune makes her court to thee, 
Thy fond heart dances, while the rem ſings. _ 
Dear is thy welfare; think me not unkind  _ 
F would not damp, but to ſecure thy joys. 
Think not that fear is ſacred to the ftorm : 
Stand on thy guard againſt the faviles of fate, 
r al 
And in its favours formidable too : 51 236P 
ora ne en eboee N n 
And ſhould alarm ua, full as much as woes; 
Awake us to their cauſe and conſequence z- 
And make us tremble, weigh'd with our deſert ; 
Ave nature's tumult, and chaſtiſe her joys, 335 
Left, while we claſp, we kill them; nay, invert 
To worle than fmple miſery, their chamms. 
Revolted joys, like foes in civil war, | 
Like boſom friendſhips to reſentment ſour'd, 9 


5 
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Beware what earth calls happineſs ; beware 

All joys, but joys that never can expire. # i944 
Who builds on lefs than an immortal baſe, £1? K 
Fond 46 he eme, condemns his joys to death, 
Mine dy'd with thee, Philander! thy laſt figh 345 
Diſſolv'd the charm ; the diſenchanted earth 

Loft all her luſtre. Where her glittering towers? 
Her golden mountains, where? all darken'd down 

To naked waſte ; a dreary vale of tears; 


The great magician s dead! Thou poor, pale piece 356 


Of out-caſt earth, in darkneſs! what a change 
From yeſterday } Thy darling hope fo near, 

_ (Long-labour'd prize !) © how ambition fluſh'd 
Thy glowing cheek! Ambition truly great, F 
Of virtuous praiſe. Death's ſubtle ſeed within 333 
(Sly, treacherous miner!) working in the dark, 
Smil'd at thy well-concerted ſcheme, and beckon'd 
The worm to riot on that roſe fo red, 
Unfaded ere it fell ; one moment's prey! 
Man's foreſight is conditionally wiſe ; 360 
Lorenzo! wiſdom into folly turns | 775 
Oft, the firſt inſtant, its idea fair ; 
To labouring thought is born. How dim our eye! 
The preſent moment terminates our fight ; 

Clouds, thick as thofe on doomſday, drown the next; 365 
We penetrate, we prophecy in vain. 

Time is dealt out by particles; and each, 

Ere mingled with the ſtreaming ſands of 10, 

By Fate's inviolable oath is W Irn 85 
Deep ſilence, ( Where eternity begins,” SEIKO, 7 
Lives k 4 


| 
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By nature's law, what may be, may be ow ; 
There 's no prerogative in human hours. 
In human hearts what bolder thought can riſe, 
Than man's preſumption on to-morrow's dawn ? | 
Where is to-morrow ? In another world. 375 
For numbers this is certain; the reverſe 
Is ſure to none and yet on this perhaps, 
This peradwenture, infamous for lies, 
As on a rock of adamant, we build 
Our mountain hopes; ſpin out eternal ſchemes, 380 
As we the fatal ſiſters could out-ſpin, 
And, big with life's futurities, expire. 
Not ev'n_ Philander bad beſpoke his ſhroud : 
Nor had he cauſe ; a warning was deny'd: 
How many fall as ſudden, not as ſafe | 385 
As ſudden, though for years admoniſh'd home. 
Of human yuls the laſt extreme beware, | 
Beware, Lorenzo! a flow ſadden death. 
How dreadful.that deliberate ſurprize ! 
Be wiſe to-day ; tis madneſs to defer; 390 
Next day the fatal precedent will plead ; | 
Thus on, till wiſdom is puſh'd out of life. 
Procraſtination is the thief of time: 
Year after year it-ſteals, till all are fled, | 1 
And to the merpies of a moment leaves ao 
| The vaſt concerns of an eternal ſcene. _ 1 
If not ſo frequent, would not This er — 
That tis {© frequent, This is ſtranger still. 
Of man's miraculous. miſtakes, this bears 7 


The palm, © That all men are about to live,” 400 
4 * 


al 
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For ever on the brink of being born. 1 1:1 nails od 
All pay themſelves the compliment to think _.__ . 
They one day ſhall not drivel; and their pride 

On this reverſion takes up ready praiſe 


: 


At leaſt, their on; their future ſelves EEC 555 


How excellent that life they nec er will lead 1 5 
Time lodg'd in their ozwz hands is foſly's vais; 


That lodg d in fate's, to wiſdom they conſign; 
The thing they can't but purpoſe, they ff, 
"Tis not in folly, not to ſcorn a fool; N 470 
And ſcarce in human 4wjſdaw to do more. 

All promiſe is poor dilatory man, 


And that through every ſtage : when young, indeed, . 
In full content we, ſometimes, nobly reſt, 48 


Unanxious for anrſelves; and only with, 435 
As duteous ſons, our fathers were more wile, 
At thirty man ſuſpe2s bimſelf a fool; 
Knows it at forty, and reforms his plan; 
At fifty chides his infamous delay, 
Puſhes his prudent purpoſe to reſolve; a 
fn all the magnanimity of thought . 3 
Reſolves ; and re-reſolves ; then dies the fame. 

And why ? Becauſe he thinks himſelf immortal. | 
All men think all men mortal, but Themſelves ; _ 


Themſelves, when ſome alarming ſhock of fate 4s 


Strikes through their wounded hearts the ſudden dread ; 
But their hearts wounded, like the wounded air, 
Soon cloſe ; where, paſt the ſhaft, no trace is found. 
As from the wing no ſcar the ſky retains; | 
op AO OP PONY. | 439 
Vor. IL e 80 


OI 


Ho often I repeat their rage divine, ; 
To hull my grizts, MGR or hea net 


Oft burſts my ſong beyond the bounds 


Which opens out of darkneſs into day! 
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So dies in human hearts the thoughts of death. 
Ev'n with the tender tear which nature ſheds = 


Oer thoſe we love, we drop it in their grave. 


Can I forget Philander? That were ſtrange! 

O tay full heart !—But ſhould I give it vent. 435 

The longeſt night, though longer far, would fail,” 

And the lark liſten to my midnight ſong. Spy 
The ſpritely /art's ſhrill matin wakes the morn; | 


Grief” ſharpeſt thorn hard preſſing on my breaſt, | 


T ftrive, with wakeful melody, to chear 449 
The fullen gloom, ſweet Philomel! like Thee, | 


| And call the ftars to liſten : every ſtar 


Is deaf to mine, enamour'd of thy lay. 
Yet be not vain ; there are, who thine excel, 


ee high Eat ages wrapt in ſhade, 45 


Priſoner of darkneſs ! to the ſilent hours, 


% 


I roll their raptures, but not catch their fire. 
Dark, though not blind, like thee, Mzonides | 450 


Or, Milton] thee ; ah, could I reach your ſtrain! _ 


Man too He ſung: —_ x: | 
life ; 


Maker nab, but immortality can pleaſe ? 455 
© had He preſs'd his theme, purſued the track, 


O had he, mounted on his wing of fire, 


Soar'd where I fink, and ſung immortal man! 


How had it bleſt mankind, and reſcued me ! 460 
NIGHT 
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NIGHT. THE SECOND. 
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TIME, DEATB, AND FRIEND SHIP. 


” 


Pl e ee eee 
RIGHT HON. THE EARL as rox. 


mur cel crew, ee dee by that 
eyes 

Which looks on me, * men ho bis 

This midnight centinel, with clarion riff,” ' ' 

Emblem of that which ſhall awake the dead, 

Rouſe ſouls from ſlumber, into coughs of Fever Ss 


Shall I too weep? Where then is fortitude ? 


And, fortitude abandon'd, where is man? 

I know the terms on which he ſees the light; 

He that is born, is liſted ; life is war; 1 
Eternal war with woe. Who bears it bet, 0 
Deſerves it leaſt. On other themes I II dwell. 
Lorenzo ! let me turn my thoughts on thee, 

And thine, on themes may profit ; profit there, 
Of dear Philander's duſt. He thas, though dead, 15 
May ſtill befriend-—What themes? Time's wondrous 
nodT Ca Death, 
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Death, Friend/dip, and Philander's final ſcene. 
Ss could I touch theſe themes, as might obtain 
Thine ear, nor leave thy heart quite diſengag'd, 
The good deed would delight me; half impreſs 26 
On my dark cloud an Iris; and from grief 
Call glory—Doſt thou mourn Philander's fate? 

F know thou fay'ſt it: Says thy life the fame? 
He mourns the dead, who lives as they deſire. 
Where is that thirſt, that avarice of Time, 25 
(O glorious avarice!) thought of death inſpires, 

As rumour'd robberies endear our gold ? | 

O Time! than gold more ſacred ; more a load 

Than lead, to fools ; and fools reputed wiſe. 
What moment granted man without account? 30 
What years are ſquander d, <uvi/dom's debt unpaid! 
Our wealth in days, all due to that diſcharge. * 
Haſte, haſte, he lies in wait, he s at the door, 
Inſidĩous Death / ſhould his ſtrong hand arreſt, 
e ee eee 1 le 
dan binds and vengane dne. the full a. 
How late I ſhudder'd on the brink! how late 
Life call'd for her laſt refuge in deſpair i 
That Time is mine, O Mead ! to thee Io 40 
Fain would I pay thee with Eternity. | * . 
My fickly ſong is mortal, paſt thy cure. 1 
Accept the will ;—bat dies not with tay in 
For what calls thy diſeaſe, Lorenzo? not 
For Eſculapian, but for moral ade. 
88 8 Thou 


Thou think'ſt it folly to be wiſe too ſoon. - 
Youth is not rich in Time, it may be poor; 
Part with it as with money, ſparing ; pay 
No moment, but in purchaſe of its worth; 


Part with it as with life, reluQtant; big 
With holy hope of nobler time to come; 
Time higher aim'd, fill nearer the great mark 
Of men and angels; virtue more divine. 
Is this our duty, wiſdom, glory, gain? 
(Theſe heaven benign in vital union binds) 
And ſport we like the natives of the bough, 
When vernal ſuns infpire ? Amuſement reigns 
Man's great demand: To trifle, is to live: 
And is it then a trifle, too, to die? 

Thou fay'ft I preach, Lorenzo, tis confeſt. 


What if, for once, I preach thee quite tale p 


Who wants amaſem/n! in the flame of battle? 
Is it not treaſon, to the ſoul immortal, 

Her foes in arms, eternity the prize ? 
Will toys amuſe, when medicines cannot cure? 
When fpirits ebb, when life's enchanting ſcenes 
Their luſtre loſe, and lefſen in our fight, 

As lands, and cities with their glittering ſpires, 
To the poor ſhatter'd bark, by ſudden ſtorm + 
Thrown off to ſea, and ſoon to periſh there > 


Will toys amuſe? No: Thrones will then be toys, 


And earth-and ſkies ſeem duſt upon the ſcale. 
Redeem we time Its loſs we dearly buy. 


What pleads Lorenzo for his high-priz'd ſports? . 


4 


4 
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And what its worth, aſk death- beds; they can tell. 


„ 


* 


75 
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He pleads Times numerous Hanks E loudly plead 

The ftraw-like tries on life's common ſtream. 

„ ²˙ , [ 

No blank, no trie, nature made, or meant. 30 

Virtue, or proper'd virtue, ſtill be thinez : 

This cancels thy complaint at once, Thi leaves 

In act no trie, and no blank in time. Ld 

This greatens, fills, immortalizes all; 2 

This, the bleſt art of turning all to gold; 83 

This, the good heart's prerogative to raiſe 

A royal tribute from the pooreſt hours ; 

Immenſe revenue! every moment pa. 

If nothing more than purpoſe in thy power; 

Thy puryoſe arm, is equal to the deed: 90 

Who does the beſt his circumſtance allows, 

Does well, acts nobly ; angels could no more. 

Our outward a& indeed admits reftraint ; 

"Tis not in things o'er thought to domineer ; 

Guard well thy thought; our thoughts are bed i in 

heaven. +3 : +95 

eee Dp Sor ae * le 

Though much, and warm, the wiſe have urg d; the man 

Is yet unborn, who duly weighs an hour. 7 

de loft a day che prince who nobly cry'd _ D 

Of Rome, ſay, rather, lord of human race 

He ſpoke, as if deputed by mankinc 

S© ſhould all ſpeak : So reaſon ſpeaks in all: , |  / 

From the ſoft whiſpers of that God in man, 

Why fly to folly, why to phrenzy fly, 1205 
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For reſcue from the bleffing we poſſeſ ? 
Time the ſupreme Time is Eternity; ee ak 
Pregnant with all, that makes archangels ſmile, _ > 
Who murders time, he cruſhes in the birth __ 110 


A power ethereal, only net ador d. at 
Ah ! how unjuſt to nature and himſelf, 9 
Is thoughtleſs, thankleſs, inconſiſtent man! 
Like children babbling nonſenſe in their ſports, | 4 
We cenſure nature for a ſpan too ſhorty 1125 
That ſpan too ſhort, we tax as tedious tooßñ 
Torture invention, all expedients tire, rol 
To laſh the lingering moments into. ſpeed, | 
And whirl us (happy riddance !) from ourſelves. - 
Art, brainleſs Art our furious charioteer r 
(For Nature's voice unſtifled would recall) 
Drives headlong towards the precipice of death; 
Death, moſt our dread ; 1 Saapiienatne 
O what a riddle of abſurdity! - 
Leiſure is pain; takes off our chariot wheels; dag! 
How heavily we drag the load of life! 2 
Bleſt leifure is our curſe; like that of Cain, 
It makes us ; wander earth around 
To fly that tyrant, thought. As Atlas groap'd 
The world beneath, we groan beneath an hour. 130 
We ery for mercy to the next amuſement ; 11 5] 
The next amuſement mortgages our fields z: 
Slight inconvenience ! priſons hardly frown, L 
From hateful Time if priſons ſet us free. 01 
Yet when Death kindly tenders us relief, 13% 
C4 We 


i 
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We call him cruel ; years to moments ſhrink, 
Ages to years. The teleſcope is turn'd. 

To man's falſe optics (from his folly falſe) 
Time, in advance, behind him hides his wings, 
And ſeems to creep, decrepit with his age ; 140 
Behold him, when paſt by ; what then is ſeen, 
But his broad pinions ſwifter than the winds ? 

And all mankind, in contradiction ſtrong, 

Rueful, aghaſt! cry out on his career. | 
Leave to thy foes theſe errors, and theſe ills; 145 
To nature juſt, their Cauſe and Cure explore. 

Not ſhort heaven's bounty, boundleſs our expence ; 


No niggard, nature; men are prodigals. 
We waſte, not «/e our time; we breathe, not live. 
Time wafted is exiſtence, ut d is life. 150 - 


And bare exiftence,' man, to live ordain'd, 
And why? ſince Time was given for uſe, not waſte, 
Injoin'd to fly ; with tempeſt, tide, and ſtars, 

To keep his ſpeed, nor ever wait for man; ogy \ 
Time's uſe was doom d a pleaſure : waſte, a pain; 
That man might feel his error, if unſeen: 
And, feeling, fiy to labour for his cure; 
Not, blungering, ſplit on idleneſs for eaſe. 
Life's cares are comforts ; ſuch by heaven deſign'd ; 166 
He that has none, muſt make them, or be wretched. 
Cares are employments, and without employ 
The ſoul is on a rack; the rack of ref, 

To ſouls moſt adverſe ; action all their joy. 


Here 
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Here then, the riddle, mark'd above, unfolds; 165 
Then time turns torment, when man turns a fool. 


We rave, we wreſtle, with Great Nature's en 
We thwart the Deity; and tis decreed, 


Who thwart his will, ſhall contradi& their own. „ 


Hence our unnatural quarrels with ourſelves; 1 
Our thoughts at enmity; our boſom-broil; | 
We puſh Time from us, and we wiſh him back; 
Laviſh of luſtrums, and yet fond of life; + 7 
Life we think long, and ſhort; Death ſeek, and ſhun + 
Body and foul, like peeviſh man and wif, 175 
United jar, and yet are loth to part. | * 
Oh the dark days of vanity ! while here, | 
How taſteleſs! and how terrible, when gone! * 
Gone! they ne er go; when paſt, they haunt us ſtill; 
The ſpirit walks of every day deceas d; 180 
And ſmiles an angel, or a fury frowns. wa 
Nor death, nor life delight us. If time paf, 
And time pee, both pain us, what can pleaſe? 
That which the Deity to pleaſe ordain'd, | 
Time ud. The man who conſecrates his hours 155 
By vigorous effort, and an honeſt aim, 
At once he draws the ſting of life ard death; _ * 
He walks with Nature; and her paths are peace. ; 
Our error's cauſe and cure are ſeen : See next ; 
Time's Nature, Origin, Importance, Speed; 190 
And thy great Gain from urging his career 
All-ſenfual man, becauſe untouch'd, unſeen, 
He looks on Time as nothing. Nothing elſe 5 
Is truly man's; tis fortune's—Time 's a god. 


= 
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Maſt then ne'er heard of "Time's omnipotence? 193 
For, or gain, what wonders he can do! . 
And will: To ſtand blank neuter he diſdains. 
Not on thoſe terms was Time (heaven's ſtranger I) ſent 
On his important embaſly to man. 
Lorenzo! no: On the long-deſtin'd hour, 200 
From everlaſting ages growing ripe, ; 


| That memorable hour of wondrous birth, 


When the Dread Sire, on emanation bent, 

And big with nature, riſing in his might, 

Call d forth creation (for then Time was born), 20g 

By Godhead ſtreaming through a thouſand worlds; a 

Not on thoſe terms, from the great days of heaven, 

From old eternity s myſterious orb, | 

Was Time cut off, and caſt beneath the ſkies; 

The ſkies, which watch him in his new abode, 210 

Meaſuring his motions by revolving ſpheres; 

That horologe machinery divine. | 

Hours, days, and months, and years, his children, pay. 

Like numerous wings around him, as he flies: 

Or, rather, as unequal plumes, they ſhape 21g 

His ample pinions, ſwift as darted flame, | 

To gain his goal, to reach his antient reſt, 

And join anew Eternity his fire; 

In his immutability to neſt, 

When worlds, that count his circles noww, unhing d 220 

(Fate the loud ſignal ſounding) headlong ruſh 

To timeleſs night and chaos, whence they roſe. 
Why ſpur the ſpeedy ? Why with levities 

New wing thy ſhort, ſhot day's too rapid flight? 
_ | | Know 


* 


THE COMPLAINT, Nrteurt II. 
Know'ft thou, or what thou doſt, or what is done? 225 


Man flies from Time, and Time from man; too ſoon '/ | 


In ſad divorce this double flight muſt end: & 0 
And then, where are we ? where, Lorenzo! then 
Thy ſports? thy pomps ?—I grant thee, in a ſtate 
Not unambitiousz in the ruffled ſhroud, 230 
Thy Parian tomb's triumphant arch beneata. 
Has Death his fopperies ? Then well may Lie 
Put on her plume, and in her rainbow ſhine. - | 
Ye well-array'd ! ye lilies of our land l Tat nA 
Ye lilies ale] who neither toil, nor ſpin, 2435 
(As filter lilies right) if not ſo wiſe 24 
As Solomon, more ſumptuous to the ſight! - 

Ye delicate! who nothing can ſupport, 4 
Yourſelves moiſt infupportable ! for whom 9 
Wr e the ſun put on 240 
Faronius breathe fill ſofter, endeckdinci 

7 ĩ˙ imà —— 4 
And robes, and notions, fram'd in foreign looms! 
O ye Lorenzos of our age | who dem 443 


One. moment unamus d, a miſery F- SIO X 


Net abode de ee foo bein 
For every bawble drivel'd o'er by ſenſe ; 
For rattles, and conceits of every caſt, | 1 
For change of follies, and relays of joy, - 
Fo drag your patient through the tedious length 
Of a ſhort winter's day—ſay, ſages! ſay, 

Wit's oracles | ſay, dreamers of gay dreams l 


Wing” 


— 
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How will you weather an eral vight, | APs 47 
Where ſuch expedients fail? ? 2355 
O treacherous Conſeience / while the ſeems to flecep | | 
On roſe and myrtie, lull'd with fyren ſong; Pe 
While ſhe ſeems, ——————— 
On headlong Appetite the flacken'd rein, 70% 
And give us up to licence, unrecall'd, 260 
Unmark d j ſee, from behind her ſecret ſtand, 

And her dread diary with horror fills. | ' 
Not the groſs. Ac alone employs her pen; | 
A watchful foe 1 the formidable fpy, - A. 
Liſtening, o'erhears the whiſpers of our camp: 
I oppor. | 
r | 270 
Their doomſdaychook from, all-confuming heirs; 1 
Thus, with indulgence moſt ſevere, ſhe treats 

Us ſpendthrifts of ineſtimable Time ; 

Unnoted, notes each moment miſapply'd; _ 

In leaves more durable than leaves of braſs 7s) 
Writes our whole hiſtory ; which Death ſhall read 

In every pale delinquent's private car; 

And Judgement publiſh ; publiſh to more worlds 
Than this; and endleſs age in groans reſound. T' 
Lorenzo, ſuch that Sleeper in thy breaſt ! 1280 
Such is her ſlumber; and her vengeance ſuch a 
For ſlighted counſel; ſich thy future peace! 
And think" thou ſtill thou canſt be wiſe 00 ſoon ? 
But 
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But why on Time ſo laviſh is my ſong g 
On this great theme kind Nature keeps a ſchool, 285 
To teach her ſons herſelf. Each night we die, 
Each morn are born anew : Each day, a life! 

And ſhall we kill each day? If Trifling kills; 
Sure Vice muſt butcher. '-O what heaps of ſiain ; 
Cry out for vengeance on us! Time deſtroy'd 490 
Is Suicide, where more than Blood is ſpilt. ; 
Time flies, death urges, knells call, heaven invites, / 
Hell threatens + All exerts ; in effort, all; | 
Mere than creation nee | | 
And is there in creation hat, amidſt 1 
This tumult univerſal, wing d diſpateh, n 
And ardent energy, ſupinely yavns?— 
Man ſleeps; and Max alone; and Aan, ee, 
Fate irreverſible, intire, extreme, ; 
Endleſs, hair-hung, breeze-ſhaken, o'er the — 
A moment trembles ; drops ! and Man, for whom 
ON ee eee e YEA | 
Of this ſurrounding ſtorm! and yet he Meeps, . 
As the ſtorm rock d to reſt. — Throw Years away ? 
Throw Empires, and be blameleſs. Moments ſeize ; 2055 
Heavep 's on their wing: A moment we may-wiſh, | - 
When worlds want wealth to buy. Bid Day cd Rl, 
Bid him drive back his car, and reimport 
The period paſt, re- give the given hour. 
Lorenzo, more than miracles we want; 1210 
Lorenzo—O for yeſterdays to come A 

Such is the language of the man awakez _ 

5 ; L 
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| And is his ardour vain, Lorenzo? No; 
To-day is Yeflerday return'd ; return d *y 
Full powerd to cancel, expiate, raiſe, adorn, 


And reinſtate us on the Rock of peace. 


Let it not ſhare its predeceſſor' s fate; | 3 
Nor, like its elder ſiſters, die à fool. 14120 
Shall it evaporate in fume? fly of.. 
Fuliginous; and ſtain us deeper ſtill? N 


Shall we be poorer for the plenty pour d? inn 


More wretched for the clemencies of heaven ? M 
Where ſhall I find Him ? Angels 1 tell me where. 325 
You know him : He is near you: Point him out: f 
Shall I fee glories beaming from his brow? ? 
ae ee ee Uawbers 2 66k 
Your golden wings, zow hovering o'er him, ſhed 
Protection; now, are waving in applauſe 430 
To that bleſt fon of foreſight ! lord of fate! | 
That awful independent on To-morrow / 

Whoſe work is done ; who triumphs in the Pa,; 
Whoſe Tefterdays look backwards with a ſmile ; 
Nor, like the Parthian, wound him as they fly; 335 
That common, but opprobrious lot! paſt hours, 
If not by guilt, yet wound us by their flight, = 


If folly bounds'our proſpect by the grave, „ eee 


er e ee 
All god- like paſſion for eternals quencht; 249 
All reliſh of realities expir'd; my : 
Renounc'd Hf torrelpindece with thi lie; i 
. 


K 
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In ſenſe dark-priſon'd all that ought to ſoar; | 
| Prone to the centre; crawling in the duſtz 343 
Embruted every faculty divine; 
Heart-bury'd in the rubbiſh of the world. 
The world, that gulph of ſouls, immortal fouls, 
Souls elevate, angelic, wing'd with fire _. 350 
To reach the diſtant ſkies, and triumph there 
On thrones, which thall not mourn their maſters chang'd; 
Though we from Earth ; Eibereal, they that fell. 
Such veneration due, O man, to man. | 
Who venerate themſelves, the world deſpiſe. 355 
For what, gay friend ! is this eſcutcheon'd world, 
Which hangs out Death in one eternal night; | 
A night, that glooms us in the noon - tide ray> y 
And wraps our thought, at banquets, in the ſhroud ? 
Life's little ſtage is a ſmall eminence, 360 
Inch-high the grave above; that home of man, 
Where dwells the multitude : We gaze around; 
We read their monuments ; we figh ; and while 
We ſigh, we fink; and are what we deplor'd ; 
Lamenting, or lamented, all our lot! | 

Is death at diſtance? No: He has been on thee, 
And given ſure earneſt of his final blow. 
Thoſe hours that lately ſmil'd, where are they now ? 
Pallid to thought, and ghaſtly ! drown'd, all drown'd. 
In that great deep, which nothing diſembogues! 470 
And, dying, they bequeath'd thee ſmall renown. 
The reſt are on the wing: How fleet their flight | - 
Already has the fatal train took fire; 


3 > 


A mo- 
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A moment, and the world 's blown up to thee ; 

The fun is darkneſs, and the ſtars are duſt. 375 
"Tis greatly wiſe to talk with our paſt hours; | 

And aſk them, what report they bore to heaven; 'P 

And how they might have borne more welcome news. 

Their anſwers form what men Experience call; 

If #i/dom's friend, her beſt ; if not, worſt foe. 380 

O reconcile them ! Kind Experience cries, ; ö 

1 There 's nothing here, but what as nothing weighs; 

« The more our joy, the more we know it vain; 

&« And by ſucceſs are tutor d to deſpair.” 

Nor is it only thus, but mu be ſo. 385 

Who knows not this, though grey, is ſtill a child. 

Looſe then from earth the graſp of fond defire, 

Weigh anchor, and ſome happier clime explore. 

Art thou ſo moor'd thou canſt not diſengage, 5 

Nor give thy thoughts a ply to future ſcenes ? 390 

Since, by Liſe's paſſing breath, blown up from earth, 

Light, as the ſummer's duſt, we take in air 

A moment's giddy flight, and fall again; 

Join the dull maſs, increaſe the trodden ſoil, * 

And ſleep, till earth herſelf ſhall be no more; 395 

Since then (as emmets, their ſmall world o'erthrown) 

We, ſore amaz'd, from out earth's ruins crawl, 

And riſe to fate extreme of foul or fair, 


As man's own choice (controuler of the ſkies !) 

As man's deſpotic will, perhaps one hour, 400 
(o how omnipotent is time I) decrees z . 
Should not each <varning give a ſtrong alarm? 
Warning, far leſs than that of boſom torn 

ws ; From 
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From boſom, bleeding o'er the facred dead 1  —_ 
Should not each dial ſtrike us as we paſs, 405 
Portentous, as the guritten wall, which ſtruck, 

O'er midnight bowls, the proud Aſſyrian pale, 
Ere-while high-fluſht with inſolence and wine? 
Like that, the dial ſpeaks ; and points to thee, ; 
Lorenzo! loth to break thy banquet up: 419 
O man, thy kingdom is departing from thee; 

« And, while it laſts, is emptier than my ſhade.” 

Its ſilent language ſuch : nor need thou call 

Thy Magi, to decypher what it means. 
Know, like the Median, fate is in thy walls: 413 
© Doſt aſk, How ? Whence ? Belſhazzar-like, amaz'd? 
Man's make incloſes the ſure ſeeds of death ; - 

Life feeds the murderer: Ingrate l he thrives 

On her own meal, and then his nurſe devours, _ 
But here, Lorenzo, the deluſion lies; 420 
That ſolar ſhadow, as it meafures life, 

It life reſembles too : life ſpeeds away 

From point to point, though ſeeming to ſtand ſtill. 
The cunning fugitive is ſwift by ſtealth ; 

Too ſubtle is the movement to be ſeen ; 425 
Yet ſoon man's hour is up, and we are gone. 
Warnings point out our danger; Gnomons, time: 

As theſe are uſeleſs when the ſun is ſet : 

So thoſe, but when more glorious Reaſon ſhines. - 
Rea/on ſhould judge in all; in reaſon's eye, 439 
That ſedentary ſhadow travels hard. 
But ſuch our gravitation to the wrong, 
So prone our hearts to whiſper what we wiſh, | 
Vork. II. D Tis 
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*Fis later with the wiſe than he 's aware: 

A Wilmington goes flower than the fun : 

And ail mankind miſtake their time of day ; 

Ev'n age itſelf. 'Freſh hopes are hourly ſown 

In furrow'd'brows. To gentle life's deſcent 

We ſhutour eyes, and think it is a plain. 

We take fair days in winter, for the ſpring; -440 

Man muſt compute that age he cannot cl, 

He ſcarce believes he 's older for his years. 

Thus, at life's lateſt eve, we keep in ſtore = LOTT 

One diſappointment ſure, to crown the reſt; 4 

The difappointment of a promis d hour. * 
On Wie, or ſunilar, -Philander i thou 

Whoſe mind was moral, as the preacher's tongue; 

And ftrong, to wield all ſcience, worth the name; 

How often we talk d down the fummer's ſun, 450 

And cool'd our paſſions by the breezy ſtream ! 

How often thaw'd and ſhorten'd winter's eve, 

By conflict kind, that ſtruck out latent truth, 

Beſt found, ſo ſought; to the Recluſe more coy |! 

Thoughts diſentangle paſſing o'er the lip; 455 

Clean runs the thread ; if not, tis thrown away, 

Or kept'to tie up nonſenſe for a ſong ; 

Song, faſhionably fruitleſs ; ſuch as ſtains 

The Fancy, and unhallow'd Paſſon fires ; 

Chiming her ſaints to Cytherea's fane. 460 
Kriow'ſt thou, Lorenzo! what a friend contains? 

As bees mixt Near draw from fragrant flowers, 

So men from Friendſhip, Wiſdom and-Delight ; 
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Twins ty'd by nature, if they part, they die. 
Haſt thou no friend to ſet thy mind abroach? 465 
Good Senſe will ſtagnate. Thoughts ſhut up want air, 
And ſpoil, like bales unopen'd to the ſun. 
Had thought been all, ſweet ſpeech had been deny d; 
Speech, thought's canal! | ſpeech, thoughts criterion tool 
Thought in the mine, may comeforth gold, or droſs ; 470 
When coin d in word, we know its real wortn. 
If ſterling, ſtore it for thy future uſe ; 
"Twill buy thee benefit; perhaps, renown. | x 
Thought, too, deliver'd, is the more poſſeſt; | 
Teaching, we learn; and, giving, we retain 475 
The births of intelle&;z when dumb, forgot. 
Speech ventilates our intellectual fire; 


Speech burniſhes our mental magazine; * N 
Brightens, for ornament; and whets, for uſe, 
What numbers, ſheath'd-in erudition, lie, 40 


Plung'd to the hilts in venerable tomes, 
And ruſted in; who might have borne an edge, 
And play'd a ſprightly beam, if born to ſpeech; 
If born bleſt heirs of half their mother's tongue 
Ties thought's exchange, which, like th' alternate 
puſh W 
Of waves conflicting, breaks the learned ſcum, 
And defecates the ſtudent's ſtanding pool. 

In Contemplation'is his proud reſource? 
*Tis poor, as proud, by Converſe unſuſtain'd. 
Rude thought runs wild in Contemplation's field; 490 
. Converſe, the menage, breaks it to the bit © 
Of due reſtraintz and emulation's ſpur 
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Gives graceful energy, by rivals ad. 

"Tis converſe qualifies for ſolitude; | 
As exerciſe, for ſalutary reſt. . 495 
By that untutor'd, Contemplation raves z 
And Nature's fool, by Wiſdom is undone. | 
Vim, though richer than Peruvian mines, 

And ſweeter than the ſweet ambroſial hive, 

What is ſhe, but the means of Happineſs ? 3 
That unobtain'd, than folly more a fool ; | N 
neee ip ee 

pr hos which makes our wiſdom wiſe 
Nature, in zeal for human amity, 
Denies, or damps, an wadivided joy. 

Joy is an import; joy is an exchange; 

Joy flies monopoliſts : it calls for Two ; 

Rich froit! heaven-planted|- never pluckt by Gus. 
Needful anxiliars are our friends, to give $10” 
To ſocial man true reliſh of himſelf. _ 
Full on ourſelves, deſcending in a line, 

Pleaſure's bright beam is feeble in delight: 

Delight intenſe is taken by rebound; * 
Reverberated pleaſures fire the breaſt. | 875 
Celeſtial Happineſs, hene er ſhe ſtoops = 

To viſit earth, one ſhrine the goddeſs finds, 
And one alone, to make her ſweet amends 
For abſent heaven—the boſom of a friend ; 
Each other's pillow to repoſe divine. | 
Beware the counterfeit ; in Paſſon's flame 
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Hearts melt, but melt like ice, ſoon harder froze. 
True love ſtrikes root in Reaſon; paſſion's foe : _ 
Firtue alone entenders us for life : 525 
T wrong her much—entenders us for ever ; 

Of Frieudſbip s faixeſt fruits, the fruit moſt fair 

Is Virtue kindling at a rival fire, 

And, emuloufly, rapid in her race. 5 

O the ſoft enmity | endearing ftrife ! 1. Wo 
"This carries friendſhip to her noon-tide point, 

And gives the rivet of eternity. 

From Friendibip, which outlives my former themes, 
Glorious ſurvivor of old Time and Death ! 5 
From Friendſhip, thus, that flower of heavenly feed; 535 
The wiſe extract earth's moſt Hyblean bliſs, 

Superior wildom, crown'd with ſmiling joy. 
But for whom bloſſoms this Elyſian flower ? 
Abroad They find, who cheriſh it at Heme. 


Lorenzo! pardon what my love extorts, 840 


An honeſt love, and not afraid to frown. 

Though choice of follics faſten on the Great, 

None clings more obſtinate than fancy fond 

That ſacred friendſhip is their caſy prey; 

Caught by the wafture of a golden lure, $45 
Or faſcination of a high-born ſmile. | 
Their ſmiles, the Great, and the Coguet, throw out 

For Others hearts, tenacious of their Own; 

And we no leſs of ours, when ſuch the bait. 


Ye fortune's cofferers ! Ye powers of wealth! 550 


Can gold gain friendſhip ? Impudence of hope 
As well mere man an angel might beget. 
3 1 
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Love, and Love only, is the loan for love. 
Lorenzo! pride repreſs ; nor hope to find 
A friend, but what has found a friend in Thee, 353 
All like the purchaſe ; few the price will pay 
And tiiis makes friends ſuch miracles below. 
What if (fince daring on ſo nice & theme) 
I ſhew thee friendſhip Delicate, as Dear, | 
Of tender violations apt to die? 56 
Reſerve will wound it; and Diffrufl, deftroy. | 
Deliberate in all things with thy friend. 
But fince friends grow not thick on every bough, 
Nor every friend unrotten at the core; | 
Furſt, on thy friend, deliberate with Thyſelf; 363 
| Pauſe, ponder, fift ; not Eager in the choice, | 
Nor Jealous of the choſen ; Fixing, Fix ; 
Judge before friendſhip, then confide till death. 
Well, for thy friend; but nobler far for Thee; 
"How gallant danger for earth's higheſt prize! 370 
A. friend is worth all hazards we can run. 
«« Poor is the friendleſs maſter of a world: 
A world in purchaſe for a friend is gain.” 
So ſung He (angels hear that angel ſing ! 
Angels from friendſhip gather half their joy) $75 
So ſung Philander, as his friend went round | 
In the rich ichor, in the generous blood 
Of Bacchus, purple god of joyous wit, 
A brow ſolute, and ever-laughing eye. = 
He drank long health, and virtue, to his friend; 310 
His friend, who warm'd him more, who more inſpir d. 


Friendſbip s the wine of life; but Sitadtiio 0 
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(Not 
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(Not ſuch was His) is neither Strong, nor Pure.” 
© ! for the bright complexion, cordial warmth,, _ 
And elevating ſpirit, of a friend, 03 
For twenty ſummers ripening by my fide ; f 
All feculence of falſehood long thrown down; 
All focial virtues riſing in his foul ; 1 
As cryſtal clear z and ſmiling as they riſe! 
Here Nectar flows 5 it ſparkles in our fight ; 390 
Rich td the taſte, and genuine from the heart * 
High- flavour d bliſs for gods! on earth how rare | A 
On earth how 4 /—Philander is no more. 1 0 
Think ' ſt thou the theme intoxicates my ſong ? 
Am I too warm? Too warm I cannot be. 395 
I lov'd him much; but now I love him more. 2 
Like birds, whoſe beauties languiſh, half-conceal d, 
Till, mounted on the wing, their gloſſy plumes 
Expanded ſhine with azure, green, and gold; _ 
Ho bleſſings brighten as they take their flight! boo 
His flight Philander took ; his upward flight, 
If ever foul aſcended, Had he dropt, _ 
(That eagle genius 1) O had he let fal! 
One feather as he flew;, I, then, had wrote, 
What friends might flatter ;.prudent foes ſorbear; 605 
Rivals ſcarce damn; and Zoilus reprieve. 
Yet what I can, I muſt; it were profane 
To quench a glory lighted at the ſkics, 
And caſt in ſhadows his illuſtrious cloſe. 
Strange | the theme moſt affecting, moſt ſublime, 616 
Momentous moſt to man, ſhould ſleep unſung ! | 
And yet it fleeps, by genius unawak d, 
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Painim or Chriflian; to the bluſh of wit. 
Man's higheſt triumph! man's profoundeſt fall! 
The Death-bed of the juſt! is yet undrawn 675 
By mortal hand; it merits a Divine : 41 % 
There, on a poſt of honour, and of joy. 


Dare I prefume, then? but Philander bidsz . 
Yet am I ſtruck; as firuck the ſoul, beneath" 
Or, in ſome mighty Ruin's ſolemn ſhade; } 
Or, gazing by pale lamps on bigh-born Dufl, 
In vaults ; thin courts of poor unflatter d kings; 625 
Or, at the midnight Altar hallow'd flame. 

Is it religion to proceed ? I pauſe T 1 

And enter, aw'd, the temple of my theme. 

Is it his'death-bed > No: it is his ſhrine: 


'Behold him, there, juſt riſing to a god. 5630 
The chamber where the good man meets his fate, 
Is privileg'd beyond the common walk 


Of virtuous life, quite in the verge of heaven. 
Fly, ye profane! If not, draw gear with awe, | 
Receive the bleſſing, and adore the chance, 635 
That threw in this Betheſda your. diſeaſe z 6 21. 
If unreftor'd by This, deſpair your cure. 

For, Here, reſiſtleſs demonſtration dwells ; 

A death-bed sa detector of the heart. 

Here tir d Yifimulation drops her maſque, 640 
Through life's grimace, that miſtreſs of the ſcene ! 
Here Real, and Apparent, are the Same. * 
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You ſee the Man; you ſee his hold on heaven; | 
If ſound his virtue; as Philander's, ſound. . . ..:; + 
Heaven waits not the laſt moment; owns her friends: Ga 
On this fide death ; and points them out to men, 
A lecture, ſilent, but of ſovereigu power 


To vice, confuſion; and to virtue, peace. N 
Whatever farce the boaſtful hero plays, >" M 
Firtue alone has majeſty in dench; r e 650 
And greater ſtill, the more the tyrant frowns. „A 
Philander ! he ſeverely frown'd on thee, 85 


« No warning given ! Unceremonious fate! 
« A ſudden ruſh from life's meridian joy't- 
« A wrench from all we love! from all we are! 655 
«A reſtleſs bed of pain l a plunge opaque + // 
« Beyond, conjeQure ! feeble Nature s dread! . 
« Strong Regſan i ſhudder at the dark unknown 1/ —/ 
« A ſun extinguiſht1- a juſt-opening grave! + 
And Oh! che laſt, laſt, what ? (can words expreſs? 660 
« Thought reach it?) the laſt-—=Silexce of a friend 
Where are thoſe horrors, that amazement, where, 
This hideous group of ills, which u ſhock, - 7 
Demand from man :I thought him man till a.]. 664 
Through wreck, through vanquiſht agonies, 
(Like the ſtars ling chrough this midnight gloom} 


What gleams of joy | what more than human peace 
Where, the frail mortal? the poor abje&t worm? 

No, not in death, the Mortal to be found. | 
His conduct is a legacy for All. 670 
Richer than Mammon 's for his ſingle heir. 

His comforters he comforts ; Great in ruin, 


With 
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With unreluctant grandeur, gives, not yields 

His foul ſublime ; and cloſes with his fate. 

Ho our hearts burnt within us at the ſcene! 675 
Whence this brave bound' o'er limits fixt to man ? 
His God ſuſtains him in his final hour! 

His final hour brings glory to his God | 
Man's glory heaven vouchſafes to call her own. | 
We gaze, we weep; mint tears of grief and joy! 680 
Amazement ftrikes ! devotion burſts to fla mel 
Chriftians Adore! and Infidels Believe. 

As ſome tall tower, or lofty mountain's brow, 
Detains the ſun, IIluſtrious from its height; 

While riſing vapours, and deſcending ſhades, 65 
Wich damps, and darkneſs, drown the ſpacious vale; 
Undampt by doubt, undarken'd by deſpair, ap 
Philander, thus, auguſtly rears his head, 
At that black hour, which general horror ſheds 
On the low level of th' inglorious throng : 690 
Sweet Peace, and heavenly Hope, and humble Joy, 
Divinely beam on his exalted ſoul; 

Deſtruction gild, and crown him for the ſkies, 
Wi incommunicable luſtre, bright. 
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F Dreams, where thought in fancy's maze 


To Reaſon, that N lamp in man, 

Once more I wake; and at the deſtin'd hour, 

Punctual as lovers to the moment ſworn, 

I keep my affignation with my woe. Ly 
O! loſt to virtue, loſt to manly thought, | 

Loſt to the noble fallies of the foul ! 

Who think it ſolitude, to be Alone. 

Our Reaſon, Guardian Angel, and our God! 10 

Then neareſt Theſe, when Others moſt remote; 

And All, ere long, ſhall be remote, but Theſe. 

How dreadful, Then, to meet them all alone, 

A ſtranger f unacknowledg'd i unapproved! 

Ne woo them; wed them; bind them to thy breaſt; * 

To win thy wiſh, creation has no more, 
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Or if we wiſh a fourth, it is a Friend 
But friends, how mortal, dangerous the defire ! 

Take Phœhus to yourſelves, ye baſking 100 
Inebriate at fair fortune's fountain- head; 20 
And reeling through the wilderneſs of joy; 

Where Sex/e runs ſavage, broke from Reaſgn's chain, 
And ſings falſe peace, till ſmother'd by the pall. 

My fortune is unlike; unlike my ſong; 

Ualike the deity my ſong invokes. 25 

1 to Day's ſoft- ey d ſiſter pay my court, - 
(Endymion's rival !) and her aid implore; 

Now firft implor'd in ſuccour to the Muſe. 
Thou, who didſt lately borrow * Cyuthia's form, 

And modeſty forego thine Own ! O Thou, 30 

Who didit thyſelf, at midnight hours, inſpire! 
Say, why not Fyathia patroneſs of ſong? 

As thou her creſcent, ſhe thy character 

Aſſumes; ſtill more a gaddeſs by the change. 

Are there demurring wits, who dare diſpute 
This revolution in the world indir ² 

Ve train Pierian! to the Lunar ſphere, 

In filent hour, addreſs your ardent call 

For aid immortal; lefs her brother's right. 

She, with the ſpheres harmonious, nightly leads 40 

The mazy dance, and hears their matchleſs ſtrain, - 

A. ſtrain for gods, deny d to mortal ear. 

Tranſmit it heard, thou filver queen of heaven! 
"What title, or what name, endears thee moſt ? 

n Cyllené! Phœbe !—or doſt hear 45 


At the duke of Norfolk's maſquerade. 
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With higher guſt, fair Portland of the ſkies | 
Ts that the ſoft inchantment calls thee down, 

More powerful than of old Circean charm ? 

Come; but from heavenly banquets with thee bring 
The ſoul of ſong, and whiſper in my ear 50 
The theft divine; or in propitious dreams 
(For dreams are Thine) transfuſe it through the breaſt 
Of thy firſt votary But not thy laſt; 

If, like thy Nameſake, thou art ever kind. 

And kind thou wilt be; kind on ſuch a theme; 55 
A theme ſo like thee, a quite lunar theme, 

Soft, modeſt, melancholy, female, fair 
A theme that roſe all pale, and told my foul, 
"Twas Night; on her fond hopes perpetual night; 
A night which ftruck a damp, a deadlier damp, 60 
Than that which ſmote me from Philander's tomb. 
Narciſſa follows, ere his tomb is clos'd. 
Woes cluſter; rare are ſolitary woes; 
They love a train, they tread each other's heel ; 
Her death invades bis mournful right, and claims 66 
NL 
Seizes the faithleſs, alienated tear, > 

Or ſhares it, ere it falls. So frequent death, 

Sorrow he more than cauſes, he confounds ; | 
For human ſighs his rival ſtrokes contend, 7060 
And make diſtreſs, diſtraction. Oh Philander! 
What was thy fate? A double fate to me; 

Portent, and pain ! a menace, and a blow ! 

Like the black raven hovering o'er my peace, | 
Not leſs a bird of omen, than of prey. 78 


4 


i in death dil loyely, Jovelier There 
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t call'd Narcifſa long before 
It call'd her tender ſoul, eee 


From the firſt bloſſom, from 
the buds 
r 


In this inclement clime of human life. | 30 


Sweet harmoniſt l and Beautiful as ſweet ! 


And Young as beautiful | and Soft as young! 


And Gay as ſoft! and Innocent 
as ! 
— Happy (if aught Happy — 
4 fond had built ker neſt on high. n 
quite exquiſite of note and plume, 7 
e ny en (who loves a lofty mark), 
_ the ſummit of the grove the fell, 
left it unharmonious | All its charms 


Extinguiſht in the wonders of her ſong ! 90 


Her ſong ſtill vibrates i raviſht 
Still melting there, * i 
beser, chilling trough my har! 
4 1 Virtue, Joy! this group 
2 4deas, flowers of paradiſe, 

yet unforfeit L.in one blaze we bind, i 
EK neel, and preſent it to the ſkies; as All | 


We gueſs of heaven: and theſe were all her own. 


And ſhe was mine; and I wa- /—mott bleſt— 
— —— 
232 grow more ponderous, robb'd of life poet 
2 weighs more in grief, than gain'd i * 
Like boſſon'd tes cer by vernal farm, 

y in death the beauteous ruin lay; 


105 
Far 
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Far lovelier! pity ſwells the tide of love. 
And will not the ſevere excuſe a ſigh? 
| Scorn the proud man that is aſham'd to weep; 
Our tears indulg d indeed deſerve our ſhame, ; 
Ye that e er loſt an angel! pity me. 110 
Soon as the luſtre languiſht in her eye, | 
Dawning a dimmer day on human fight ; 
And on her cheek, - the. reſidence of ſpring, 
Pale omen fat z and ſcatter'd. fears around 


On all that ſaw (and who would ceaſe. to gaze, 215 


That once had ſeen?) with haſte,- parental haſte, 
1 flew, I ſnatch'd her from the rigid-north, 
Her native bed, on which bleak Boreas blew, | 
And bore her nearer to the fun; the fun 
(As if the ſun could envy) checkt his beam, 120 
Deny d his wonted ſuceour; nor with more N 
Of lilies; faireſt lilies, not ſo fair! 

Queen lilies ! and ye painted populace ! 
Who dwell in fields, and lead ambroſial lives; 
In morn and evening dew, your beauties bathe, 
And drink the ſun ; which gives your cheeks to glow, 
And out-bluſh (mine excepted) every fair; 

You gladlier grew, ambitious of her hand, 

Which often cropt your odours, incenſe meet 230 
To thought ſo pure! Ye lovely fugitives! a 
<Coeval race with man ! for man you ſmile; | 
Why not ſmile at him too ? You ſhare indeed 
His ſudden paſs; but not his conſtant pain. 


125 
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So man is made, nought miniſters delight, 133 

By what his glowing paſſions can engage; 

And glowing paſſions, bent on aught below, 

Muſt, ſoon or late, with anguiſh turn the ſcale; 

Arid anguiſh, after rapture, how ſevere! 

Rapture? Bold man! who! tempe'ſ the wrath divine, 140 

By plucking fruit denied to mortal taſte, 

While here, preſuming on the rights of heaven. 

For tranſport doſt thou call on every hour, 

Lorenzo? At thy friend's expence, be wiſe; 

Lean not on earth; twill pierce thee to the heart; 143 

A broken reed, at beſt ; but, oft, a ſpear; | 

On its ſharp point peace bleeds, and hope expires. 
Torn, II en Sands Eddy 


$2 

K | 
Snatch'd ere thy prime! and in thy bridal hour! 150 
And when kind fortune, with thy lover, ſmil'd ! 
And when high flayour'd thy freſh opening joys! 
And when blind man pronounc'd thy bliſs complete! 
And on a foreign ſhore ;- where ſtrangers wept! | 
Strangers to Thee; and, more ſurpriſing ſtill, 195 
Strangers to Kindneſs, wept : their eyes let fall 
Inhuman tears; ſtrange tears! that trickled down 
From marble hearts! obdurate tenderneſs ! 

A tenderneſs that call'd them more ſevere; 


In ſpite of nature's ſoft perſuaſion, fieel'd; 260 
While nature melted, ſuperfition rav'd ; rr 
That mourn'd the dead; and this denied a grave. 
| Their 
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Their ſighs incens'd; ſighs foreign to the will! 
Their will the tiger ſuck'd, outrag'd the ſtorm. 

For, oh! the curſt ungodlineſs of zeal ! 165 
While finful feſb relented, ſpirit nurſt | 
In blind iuſallibility's embrace, 

The ſainted ſpirit petrify'd the breaſt ; 

Deny'd the charity of duſt, to ſpread ' 
Oer duſt ! a charity their dogs enjoy. 170 - 
What could I do? What ſuccour? What reſource ? 
With pious ſacrilege, a grave 1 ſtole ; 

With impiaus piety, that grave I wrong d; wi 
Short in my duty; coward in my grief! £ 
More like her murderer, than friend, I crept, 1573 
With ſoft - ſuſpended ſtep, and muffled deep 

In midnight darkneſs, <vhi/per'd my laſt ſigh. | 

I wwhiſper'd what ſhould echo through their realms ;_ 
Nor writ her name, whoſe tomb ſhould pierce the ſkies. 
Preſumptuous fear! How durſt I dread her foes, 180 
While nature's loude t dictates I obey'd ? 
Pardon neceſſity, bleſt ſhade 1 Of grief 
And indignation rival burits I pour'd ; 

Half execration mingled with my prayer; 
Kindled at man, while I his God ador' d; 186 
Sore grudg d the ſavage land her ſacred duſt; 
Stampt the curſt ſoil; and with humanity 

(Denied Narciſſa) wiſh'd them all a grave. 

Glos my reſentment into guilt ? What guilt 
Can equal violations of the dead ? 190 
The dead how ſacred ! Sacred is the duſt 
Of this heaven-labour'd form, erect, divine! 

Vor. II. E | e 
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* By what his glowing paſſions can engage; 


So man is made, nought miniſters delight, 1335 
And glowing paſſions, bent on aught below, 

Muſt, ſoon or late, with anguiſh turn the ſcale; 

And anguiſh, after rapture, how ſeverel 
Rapture? Bold man{-who'tempOE the wrath divine, 140 
By plucking fruit denied to mortal taſte, 


While here, preſuming on the rights of heaven. 


For tranſport doſt thou call on every hour, 

Lorenzo? At thy friend's expence, be wiſe; 

Lean not on earth; twill pierce thee to the heart; 145 

A broken reed, at beſt ; but, oft, a ſpearg 

On its ſharp point peace bleeds, and hope expires. 
Turn, hopeleſs thought! turn from her Thought 

©24 repelPd p97 4 

Reſenting rallies, and wakes every woe. 

Snatch' d ere thy prime! and in thy bridal hour! 2150 

And when kind fortune, with thy lover, ſmil'd ! 


And when high flayour'd thy freſh opening joys ! 


And when blind man pronounc'd thy bliſs complete! 
And on a foreign ſhore; where ſtrangers wept! 
Strangers to Thee; and, more ſurpriſing ſtill, 145 
Strangers to Kindneſs, 'wept : their eyes let fall 
Inhuman tears; ſtrange tears! that trickled down 
From marble hearts ! obdurate tenderneſs ! 

A tenderneſs that call'd them more ſevere; 

In ſpite of nature's ſoft perſuaſion, ſteel'd; 1260 


While nature melted, ſuperfiition rav'd ; 


That mourn'd the dead; and this denied a grave. | 
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Their ſighs incens'd; ſighs foreign to the will! 
Their will the tiger ſuck d, outrag d the ſtorm. 
For, oh! the curſt ungodlineſs of zeal ! 16g 
While /inful flefb relented, ſpirit nurſt VEL 
In blind iz/allibility's embrace, 
The /ainted ſpirit petrify'd the breaſt ; 
Deny'd the charity of duſt, to ſpread . 
O'er duſt |. a charity their dogs enjoy. 170 - 
What could I do? What ſuccour? What reſource ? 
With pious ſacrilege, a grave I ſtole; 
With impiaus piety, that grave I wrong'd ; | 
Short in my duty; coward in my grief C 
More like her murderer, than friend, I crept, 173 
With ſoft · ſuſpended ſtep, and muffled deep 
In midnight darkneſs, aubiſper d my laſt ſigh. 
I whiſper d what ſhould echo through their realms ; 
Nor writ her name, whoſe tomb ſhould pierce the ſkies. 
Preſumptuous fear! How durſt I dread her foes, 180 
While nature's loude t dictates I obey'd ? | 
Pardon neceſſity, bleſt ſhade 1 Of grief 
And indignation rival burſts I pour d; 
Half execration mingled with my prayer; 
Kindled at man, while I his God ador'd ; 33 
Sore grudg'd the ſavage land her ſacred duſt; | 
Stampt the curſt ſoil; and with humanity 
(Denied Narciſſa) wiſh'd them all a grave. 

Glows my reſentment into guilt ? What guilt 
Can equal violations of the dead ? 190 
The dead how ſacred ! Sacred is the duſt | 
Of this heaven-labour'd form, erect, divine! | 

Vor. II. E Thie 
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This heaven-affſum'd majeſtic robe of earth, 

He deign'd to wear, who hung the vaſt expanſe 
With azure bright, and cloath'd the ſun in gold. 
When every paſhon ſleeps that can offend ; 
When ſtrikes us every motive that can melt; 
When man can wreak his rancour uncentrel u, 
That ſtrongeſt curb on inſult and ill- will; 
Then, ſpleen to duft the duſt of innocence ? 
An angel's duſt This Lucifer tranſcends ; 
When he contended for the patriarch's bones, 

Tas not the ſtrife of malice, but of pride; 
The ftrife of pontiff pride, not pontiff gall. 
For leſs than This is ſhocking in a race 205 
Moſt wretched, but from ftreams of mutual love; 
And wncreated; but for love divine; 

And, but for love divine, this moment, 4%, 

By fate reſorb'd, and ſunk in endlefs night. 

Man hard of heart to man! Of horrid things 210 
Mot horrid ! Mid ſtupendous, highly ſtrange | 
Yet oft his courteſies are ſmoother wrongs ; 

Pride brandiſhes the favours He confers, 

And contumelious his humanity : | 
What then his vengeance ? Hear it not, ye ftars ! 215 
And chou, pale moon ! turn paler at the ſound ; 
Man is to man the foreſt, ſureſt ill. 

A previous blaſt foretels the riſing form ; 
O'erwhelming turrets threaten ere they fall; | 
Volcanos bellow ere they diſembogue ; 220 
Earth trembles ere her yawning jaws devour ; 

And ſmoke betrays the wide-conſuming fire ; 
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Ruin from man is moſt conceal'd when near, 
And ſends the dreadful tidings in the blow. 
Is this the flight of fancy? Would it were! 225 
Heaven's Sovereign faves all beings, but himſelf, 
That hideous ſight, a naked human heart. 

Fir'd is the Muſe ? And let the Muſe be fir'd : 
Who not inflam'd, when what he ſpeaks, he feels, 
And in the nerve moſt tender, in his friends? 239 
Shame to mankind ! Philander had his foes : 

He felt the truths I ſing, and I in Him. 

But He, nor I, feel more: paſt ills, Narciſa! 

Are ſunk in Thee, thou recent wound of heart! 
Which bleeds with other cares, with other pangs; 235 
Pangs numerous, as the numerous ills that fwarm'd 
O'er thy diſtinguiſh'd fate, and, cluſtering There + 
Thick as the locuſts on the land of Nile, | 
Made death more deadly, and more dark the grave. 
Refle&t (if not forgot my touching tale) 249 
How was each circumſtance with aſpics arm'd ? 
An aſpic, Each! and All, an Hydra woe : 

What ftrong Herculean virtue could ſuſſice 

Or is it virtue to he conquer d Here? 

This hoary check a train of tears bedews ; 245 
And each tear mourns its own diffind diſtreſs; 

And each diſtreſs, diſtinftly mourn'd, demands 

Of grief ſtill more, as heighten'd by the whole. 

A grief like th:s proprietors excludes : | 


Not friends alone ſuch obſequies deplore ; 1 80 
They make Mankind the mourner ; carry ſigaas 
N i 10 
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And turn the gayeſt thought. of gayeſt age, 

Down their. right channel, through the vale of death. 
The vale of death ! that huſh'd Cimmerian vale, 25 5 

Where darkneſs, brooding o'er unſiniſh d fates, | 

With raven wing incumbent, waits the dag 

(Dread day!) that interdits all future change 

That ſubterranean world, that land of ruin! ; 

Fit walk, Lorenzo, for proud human thought! 260 

There let my thought expatiate, and explore 

Balſamic truths, and healing ſentiments, 

Of all moſt wanted, and moſt welcome, here. 

For gay Lorenzo's ſake, and for thy own, 

My foul | The fruits of dying friends ſurvey ; 26s 

« Expoſe the wain of life; weigh life and death; : 

„Give death his eulogy ; thy fear fubdue ; 

% And labour that firſt palm of noble minds, 

« A manly ſcorn of terror from the tomb.“ 

This harveſt reap from thy Narcifſa's grave. 270 

As poets feign'd from Ajax ftreaming blood { 

Aroſe, with grief inſcrib'd, a mouraful flower; 

Let wiſdom bloſſom from my mortal woun t. 

And firſt, of dying friends; what fruit from theſe ? 

It brings us more than triple aid; an aid 275 

To chaſe our thoughtleſſneſs, fear, pride, and guilt, 
Our dying friends come o'er us like a cloud, 

To damp our brainleſs ardors ; and abate 

That glare of life, which often blinds the wiſe. 

Our dying friends are pioneers, to ſmooth 280 

Our rugged paſs to death; to break thoſe bars 

Of terror, and abhorrence, nature throws 


Croſs 
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Croſs our obſtructed way; and, thus to make 
Welcome, as ſafe, our port from every ſtorms. - - 

Each friend by fate ſnatch d from us, is a — abs 
Pluck'd from the wing of human vanity,. - + 
Which makes us ſtoop from our atrial heights, 

And, dampt with omen of our own deceale,,. -- 


On drooping pinions of ambition lower 4,4% 
Juſt ſkim earth's ſurtace, ere we break it up, 290 
O' er putrid earth to ſcratch a little duſt, F x: 


And ſave the world a nuiſance. Smitten Kinde 

Are angels ſent on exrands full of love; 

For us they languiſh, and for us they die: 

And ſhall they languilh, ſhall they die, in vain? 295 

Ungrateful, ſhall we grieve their hovering ſhades,” - 

Which wait the revolution in our hearts? 

Shall we diſdain their ſilent, ſoft addreſs; 

Their poſthumous advice, and pious prayer? 

Senſeleſs, as herds that graze their hallow'd graves, 300 

Tread under-fout their agonics and groans z 

Fruftrate their anguiſh, and deftroy their deaths ? 

Lorenzo! no; the thought of death indulge ; . 
Give it its wholeſome empire! let it reign, — 

That kind chaſtiſer of thy foul in joy! 395 

Its reign will ſpread thy glorious conqueſts far, 

And till the tumults of thy ruffled break ; 

Auſpicious zra ! golden days, begin! | 

The thought of death ſhall, like a god, inſpire. 

And why not think on death? Is life the theme 310 

Of every thought ? and wiſh of every hour ? 


And n - dn dd 3 
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The beaten ſpaniel's fondneſs not ſo ſtrange. 

To wave the numerous ills that ſeize on life 

As their own property, their lawful prey ; 

Ere man has meaſur d half his weary ſtage, 

His {uxmries have left him no reſerve, 

No maiden reliſhes, unbroach'd delights ; 

On cold ſery'd repetitions he ſubſiſts, 

And in the taſteleſs preſent chews the paſt; 320 

Like laviſh anceſtors, his earlier years 

Have difinherited his future hours, 

Which tarve v6 dis, nnd plan their former Geld. 
Live ever here, Lorenzo —ſhocking thought! 323 

So ſhocking, they who wiſh, diſown it too; 

Diſown from ſhame, what they from folly crave. 

Live ever in the womb, nor ſee the light? 

For what live ever here? With labouring ſtep 

To tread our former footſteps? Pace the round 330 

Eternal? To climb life's worn, heavy wheel, | 

Which draws up nothing new ? To beat, and beat 

The beaten track ? To bid each wretched day 

The former mock ? To furfeit on the ſame, 

And yawn our joys? Or thank a mifery 333 

For change, though ſad ? To ſee what we have ſeen? 

Hear, till unheard, the ſame old flabber'd tale? 

To taſte the taſted, and at each return 

Leſs taſteful ? O'er our palates to decant 

Another vintage? Strain a flatter year, 340 

Through loaded veſſels, and a laxer tone ? 1 

— han 
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IIl- ground, and worſe concotted ! Load, not life! 

The rational foul kennels of excels ! | \ 

Still- ſtreaming thorough-fares of dull debauch ! 345 

Trembling each gu}p, leſt death ſhould ſnatch the bowl. 
Such of our fine-ones is the with refin'd 1. 

So would they have it: elegant deſire 

Why not invite the bellowing falls, and wilds? 

But ſuch examples might their riot awe. 352 

Through want of virtue, that is want of thought, 

(Though on bright thought they father all their flights) 

To what are they reduc'd ? To love, and hate, ; 

The ſame vain world; to cenſure, and eſpouſe, 

This painted ſhrew of life, who calls them fool 355 

Each moment of each day; to flatter bad 

Through dread of worſe ; to cling to this rude rock, 

Barren, to them, of good, and ſharp with ills, 

And hourly blacken'd with impending ſtorms, 

And infamous for wrecks of human hope 360 

Scar'd at the gloomy gulph, that yawns beneath. 

Such are their triumphs ! ſuch their pangs of joy! 
"Tis time, high time, to ſhift this diſmal} ſcene. 

This bugg'd, this hideows ſtate, what art can cure? 

One only; but that one, what all may reach; 365 

Virtuewſhe, wonder-working goddets | charms 

That rock to bloom; and tames the painted brew z 

And, what will more furprize, Lorenzo! gives 

To life's ſick, nauſeous iteration, change; | 

And ſtraightens nature's circle to a line. 370 

Believ'ſt thou this, Lorenzo? lend an ear, | 

42 thou It bluſh to diſbelieve. g 

E 4 A languid, 
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The beaten ſpaniel's fondneſs not ſo ſtrange. 

To wave the numerous il{s that ſeize on life 

As their own property, their lawful prey ; 

Ere man has meaſur d half his weary ſtage, 

His /uxwries have left him no reſerve, 

No maiden reliſhes, unbroach'd delights ; 

On cold ſerv d repetitions he ſubſiſts, | 

And in the taſteleſs preſent chews the pa,; 320 

Diſguſted chews, and ſcarce can ſwallow down. | 

Like laviſh anceftors, his carlier years 

Have difinherited his future hours, 

Wikich fnrevith ils nid phi thete fremer Held. 
Live ever here, Lorenzo !—-ſhocking thought! 325 

So ſhocking, they who wiſh, diſown it too; | 

Diſown from ſhame, what they from folly crave. 

Live ever in the womb, nor ſee the light ? 

UR le 

To tread our former footſteps? Pace the round 330 

Eternal ? To climb life's worn, heavy wheel, 

Which draws up nothing new ? To beat, and beat 

The beaten track ? To bid each wretched day 

The former mock ? To furfeit on the ſame, 

And yawn our joys? Or thank a miſery 335 

For change, though ſad? To ſee what we have ſeen ? 

Hear, till unheard, the ſame old flabber'd tale ? 

To taſte the taſted, and at each return 

Leſs taſteful ? O'er our palates to decant 

Another vintage? Strain a flatter year, 349 

Through loaded veſſels, and a laxer tone? | 

Crazy machines to grind earth's waſted fruits ! 

IIl-ground, 
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IIl-ground, and worſe concotted ! Load, not liſe 

The rational foul kennels of excels ! | \ 

Still- ſtreaming thorough-fares of dull debauch | 345 

Trembling each gulp, leſt death ſhould ſnatch the bowi. 
Such of our fine-ones is the with reſin d 

So would they have it: elegant deſire 1 

Why not invite the bellowing falls, and wilds? | 

But ſuch examples might their riot awe. 130 

Through want of virtue, that is want of thought, 

(Though on bright thought they father all their flights) 

To what are they reduc'd ? To love, and hate, 

The ſame vain world; to cenſure, and eſpouſe, | 

This painted ſhrew of life, who calls them fool 355 

Each moment of each day; to flatter bad 

Through dread of worſe ; to cling to this rude rock, 

Barren, to them, of good, and ſharp with ills, 

And hourly blacken'd with impending ſtorms, | 

And infamous for wrecks of human hope 360 

Scar'd at the gloomy gulph, that yawns beneath. 

Such are their triumphs ! ſuch their pangs of joy 
"Tis time, high time, to ſhift this diſma} ſcene.  - 

This hugg'd, this hideous tate, what art can cure? 

One only ; but that one, what all may reach ; 365 

Virtuewſhe, wonder-working goddeis ! charms 

That rock to bloom; and tames the painted bre; 

And, what will more furprize, Lorenzo! gives 

To life's ſick, nauſeous iteration, change; 

And ſtraightens nature's circle to a line. 370 

Belie v ſt thou this, Lorenzo? lend an ear, | 

re thou It bluſh to diſbelieve. | 
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A languid, leaden, iteration reigns, 

And ever muſt, o'er thoſe, whoſe joys are joys 

Of fight, ſmell, taſte : the cuckow-ſeaſons ſing 375 
The fame dull note to fuch as nothing prize, 

But what thoſe ſeaſons, from the teeming earth, 

To doating ſenſe indulge. But nobler minds, 

Which reliſtt fruits unripen'd by the ſux, 

Make their days various; various as the dyes 380 
On the dove's neck, which wanton in Hs rays. | 
On minds of dove-like innocence poſſeſt, 

On lighten'd minds, that baſk in virtue's beams, 
Nothing hangs tedious, nothing old revolves 

In that, for which they long ; for which they live. 385 
Their glorious efforts, wing'd with heavenly hope, 
Each riſing morning ſees ſtill higher riſe; 

Each bounteous dawn its novelty preſents 

To worth maturing, new ſtrength, luſtre, fame; 
While nature's circle, like a chariot-wheel 390 
| Rolling beneath their elevated aims, 
Makes their fair proſpect fairer every hour; 
Advancing virtue, in a line to bliſs ; 
Virtue, which Chriſtian motives beſt inſpire ! 
And bliſs, which Chriſtian ſchemes alone enſure? 395 
And ſhall we then, for virtue's ſake, commence 
Apoſtates; and turn infidels for joy? 
A truth it is, few doubt, but fewer truſt, 
« He fins againſt this life, who lights the next.” 
What is this life? How few their favourite know! 400 
Fond in the dark, and blind in our embrace, p 
By paſſionately loving life, we make T3 
oe Ss Lov'd 
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Lov'd life unlovely ; hugging her to death. 
We give to Time Eternity's regard; 


And, dreaming, take our paſſage for our port. 45 
Life has no value as an end, but means ; 


An.end deplorable! a means divine! 

When tis our all, tis nothing; worſe than nought; 

A. neſt of pains: when held as nothing, much: 

Like ſome fair humouriſts, life is moſt enjoy'd, 410 

When courted leaſt ; moſt worth, when diſeſteemd: 

Then tis the ſeat of comfort, rich in peace; 

In proſpe& richer far; important! awful! 

Not to be mention'd, but with ſhouts of praiſe! 

Not to be thought on, but with tides of joy! 415 

The mighty baſis of eternal bliſs ! | 

Where now the barren rock ? the painted fbrew ? 

Where now, Lorenzo! life's eternal round ? 

Have I not made my triple promiſe good ? | 

Vain is the world; but only to the vain. 420 

To what compare we then this varying ſcene; 

Whoſe worth ambiguous riſes, and declines ? 

Waxes, and wanes? (In all propitious, Night 

Aſſiſts me here) compare it to the moon; 

Dark in herſelf, and indigent ; but rich 425 

In borrow'd luſtre from a higher ſphere. | 

When grols guilt interpoſes, labouring earth, 

O'erſhadow'd, mourns a deep eclipſe of joy ; 

Her joys, at brighteſt, pallid, to that font 

Of full effulgent glory, whence they flow. 430 
Nor is that glory diſtant: Oh Lorenzo! 

A good man, and an angel! theſe between 
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How thin the barrier! what divides their fate ? 
Perhaps a moment, or perhaps a year; | 
Or, if an age, it is a moment ſtill; 433 
A moment, or eternity's forgot. 

Then be, what once they were, who now are gods; 
Be what Philander was, and claim the ſkies. 

Starts timid nature at the gloomy paſs ? 

The /oft tranſition call it; and be chear'd ; 449 
Sach it is often, and why not to Thee? | i - 
To hope the beſt, is pious, brave, and wiſe 
And may itſelf procure, what it preſumes. 
Life is much flatter d, death is much traduc d; 


Compare the rivals, and the kinder crown. 445 
& Strange competition !*'——Trne, Lorenzo! ftrange | 
So little Life can caſt into the ſcale. 


Life makes the foul dependent on the duſt; 
Death gives her wings to mount above the ſpheres. 
 Throughchinks, ſtyl d organe, dim fe peeps at light; 4.50 
Death burſts th' involving cloud, and all is day; 
All eye, all ear, the diſembody'd power. 
Death has feign'd evils, nature ſhall not feel ; 
Life, ills ſubſtantial, wiſdom cannot ſhun. 
Is not the mighty mind, that ſon of heaven 455 
By tyrant lie dethron'd, impriſon'd, pain'd? b 
By death enlarg'd, ennobled, deify'd ? 
Death but intombs the body ; /i/e the ſoul. 
« Is death then guiltleſs? How he marks his way 
44 With dreadful waſte of what deſerves to ſhine! 469 
« Art, genius, fortune, elevated power! 
« With various luſtres the/e Py up the world, | 
4 % Which 
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« Which death puts out, and darkens human race.” 
I grant, Lorenzo! this inditment juſt; ; 
The ſage, peer, potentate, king, conqueror | 465 
Death humbles theſe ; more barbarous fe, the man. 
Life is the triumph of our mouldering clay; 

Death, of the ſpirit infinite! divine! 

Death has no dread, but what frail fe imparts ; 

Nor {i/e true joy, but what Kind death improves. 470 
No bliſs has /ife to boaſt, till death can give | 
Far greater; life 's a debtor to the grave, 

Dark lattice! letting in eternal day. 

Lorenzo! bluſh at fondneſs for a life, | 
Which ſends celeſtial fouls on errands vile, 475 
To cater for the ſenſe ; and ſerve at boards, 
Where every ranger of the wilds, perhaps 
Each reptile, juſtly claims our upper hand. 

Luxurious feaſt! a ſoul, a ſoul immortal, | 
In all the dainties of a brute bemir'd! 43s 
Lorenzo l bluſh at terror fur a death, 

Which gives thee to repoſe in feitive bowers, 

Where nettars ſparkle, angels miniſter, 

And more than angels ſhare, and raiſe, and crown, 
Aud eternize, the birth, bloom, burſts of bliſs. 485 
What need I more ? „ | 


Then welcome, death | thy dreaded harbingers, 
Age, and diſeaſe; diſeaſe, though long my gueſt; 
That plucks my nerves, thoſe tender ſtrings of life; 
Which, pluck d a little more, will toll the bell, 490 
That calls my few friends to my funeral; 
Where feeble nature drops, perhaps, a tear, 
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While reaſon and religion, better taught, 
Congratulate the dead, and crown his tomb 

With wreath triumphant. Death is victory; 495 
It binds in chains the raging ills of life: N 
Luft and ambition, wwrath and avarice, 

Dragg'd at his chariot- Wheel, applaud his power. 


That ills corroſtve, cares importunate, 
Are not immortal too, O death! is thine. | 566 
Our day of diſſolution !—name it right; 6 
*Tis our great pay-day; tis our harveſt, rich 

And ripe : what though the fickle, ſometimes n 
Juſt ſcars us as we reap the golden grain? 

More than thy balm, O Gilead! heals the wound. 505 
Birth's feeble cry, and death's deep diſmal groan, 
Are ſlender tributes low-tax'd nature pays | 

For mighty gain : the gain of each, a life! 
But O! the laſt the former ſo tranſcends, 4 
Life dies, compar d; Life lives beyond the grave. 50 

And feel I, death! no joy from thought of thee? 

Death, the great counſellor, who man inſpires 
With every nobler thought, and fairer deed ! 
Death, the deliverer, who reſcues man! 
Death, the rewarder, who the reſcued crowns! 573 
Death, that abſolves my birth; a curſe without it! 
Rich death, that realizes all my cares, 

Toils, virtues, hopes ; without it a chimera ! 

Death, of all pain the period, not of joy; 
Joy's ſource, and fubjeF, - ſtill ſubſiſt unhurt ; 520 
One, in my foul; and one, in her great Sire; 
Though the four winds were warring for my m—_ f 
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Ves, and from winds, and waves, and central night, 
Though priſon d there, my duſt too I reclaim, 

(To duſt when drop proud nature's proudeſt ſpheres) 525 
And live intire. Death is the crown of life: 

Were death deny'd, poor man would live in vain; 
Were death deny'd, to live would not be life ; 

Were death deny'd, ev'n fools would wiſh to die. 
Death wounds to cure: we fall; we riſ ; wereign! 330 
Spring from our fetters ; faſten in the ſkies ; 

Where blooming Eden withers in our fight : 

Death gives us more than was in Eden loſt. 

This king of terrors is the prince of peace. , 
When ſhall I die to vanity, pain, death? 535 
When ſhall I die P— When ſhall I live for ever? 


NIGHT THE FOURTH. 
THE CHRISTIAN TRIUMPH, 


CONTAINING 


Our only Cure for the Fear of Death; and proper 
Sentiments of that ineſtimable Bleſſing. 


TO N 
THE HONOURABLE MR. YORK E. 


”> ” — 


Much - indebted Muſe, O Yorke! intrudes. 

Amid the ſmiles of fortune, and of youth, 

Thine ear is patient of a ſerious ſong, 

How deep implanted in the breaſt of man 

The dread of death! I ſing its ſovereign cure. 5 
Why ſtart at death? Where is he? Death arriv'd, | 

Is paſt; not come, or gone, he 's never here. 

Ere hope, ſenſation fails ; black- man 

Receives, not ſuffers, death's tremendous blow. 

The knell, the ſhroud, the mattock, and the grave; 10 

The deep damp vault, the darkneſs, and the worm; 

Theſe are the bugbears of a winter's eve, 

The terrors of the living, not the dead. 

Imagination's fool, and error's wretch, 

Man makes a death, which nature never made; 15 

Then on the point of his own fancy falls; 

And feels a thouſand deaths, in fearing one. 
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But were death frightful, what has age to fear ? 
If prudent, age ſhould meet the friendly foe, 
And ſhelter in his hoſpitable gloom. 20 
I ſcarce can meet a monument, but holds 
My younger; every date cries “ Come away.” 
And what recalls me? Look the world around, 
And tell me what: the wiſeſt cannot tell. 
Should any born of woman give his thought 25 
Full range, on juſt aii unbounded field; 
Of things, the vanity; of men, the flaws ; 
Flaws in the bet; the many, flaw all o'er; 
As lcopards, ſpotted, or, as Ethiops, dark; 
Vwacious ell; good dying immature ;" 30 
(How immature, Narcifia's marble tells !) | 
And at his death bequeathing endleſs pain; | 
His heart, though bold, would ficken at the fight, 
And ſpend itſelf in fighs, for fatwre ſcenes. 
But grant to life (and juſt it is to grant 35 
To lucky life) ſome perquiſites of joy; b 
A time there is, when, like a thrice-told tale, 
Long-rifled life of ſweet can yield no more, 
But from our comment on the comedy, 
Pieaſing relection: on parts well ſuſtain'd, 40 
Or purpos d emendations where we fail d, 
Or hopes of plaudits from our candid Judge, 
When, on their exit, ſouls are bid unrobe, 
Toſs fortune back her tinſel, and her plume, 
With me, that time is come; my world is dead ; 
A new world riſes, and new manners reign: 


Foreign 
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Foreign comedians, a ſpruce band! arrive, { 
To puſh me from the ſcene, or hiſs me there. ! 
What a pert race ſtarts up! the ſtrangers gaze, 50 
And I at them; my neighbour is unknown; 

Nor that the worſt: Ah me! the dire effect 

Of loitering here, of death defrauded long ; 

Of old ſo gracious (and let that ſuffice), | 
My very maſter knows me not.— 55 
Shall I dare ſay, peculiar is the fate? ] 
Ive been ſo long remember d, I 'm forgot. 

An object ever preſſing dims the fight, 
And hides behind its ardour to be ſeen. | 
When in his courtiers ears I pour my plaint, 60 
They drink it as the neQtar of the great: 
And ſqueeze my hand, and beg me come to-morrow. 
Refuſal ! canſt thou wear a ſmoother form? 

Indulge me, nor conceive I drop my theme: 
Who cheapens life, abates the Fear of Death: 6 
Twice told the period ſpent on ſtubborn Troy, * 
Court favour, yet untaken, I beſiege; | 
Ambition's ill-judg'd effort to be rich. 

Alas! ambition makes my little Jeſs; 5 
 Eanbittering the poſſeſt: Why wiſh for more? 70 
Wiſbing, of all employments, is the worſt; ris vt) 
Philoſophy's reverſe; and health's decay! 


Were I as plump as ſtall d theology, | 
Wiſhing would waſte me to this ſhade again. 6. 
Were I as wealthy as a South-Sea dream, 75 
Wiſhing is an expedient to be poor. S 


Wiſbing, that conſtant befic of a fool; 
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r IE IEES id ndnd! 
= And ſimpler diet; gifts of rural life! 25 


My heart at reſt, beneath this humble ſhed. 


The world 's a ſtately bark, on dangerous ſeas, ö 
With pleaſure ſeen, but boarded at our peril; | 
Here, on a fingle plank, thrown ſafe. aſhore, _ _ ö 
I hear the tumult of the diſtant throng, 83 
As that of ſeas remote, or dying ſtorms : 1 

And meditate on ſcenes, more ſilent ſtill bs dog 
Purſue my theme, and fight the Fear of Death. 
Here, like a ſhepherd gazing from his hut, 1 
Touching his reed, or leaning on his aff, 90 
Eager ambition fiery chace I ſee; 3 4 4p 
I ſee the circling hunt, of noiſy men, 1 4 
Burſt law's inclofure, leap the mounds of right, " 
Purſuing, and purſued, each other's prey 


As wolves, for rapine ; as the fox, ſor wiles; 95 
Till Death, that mighty hunter, earths them all. 
Why all this toil for triumphs of an hour? i1 
What though we wade in wealth, or foar in fame ? I 
Earth's higheſt ation ends in, ** Here he lies,” | + 
And * duſt to duſt” concludes her nobleſt ſong. me 
If. this ſong lives, poſterity ſhall know 
One, though in Britain born, with courtiers bred, - 
Who thought ev'n gold might come a day too late; 
Nor on his fubtle death-bed plann d his ſcheme 
For future vacancies in church or ſtate; 105 
Vor. II. * Unbit 


Bleſt be that hand divine, which gently laid 30 


rr WO NOS iro i eree enn — ——— — — 


«6 vous ros. 


Unbit by rage canine of dying rich; 


Guilt's blunder! and the loudeſt laugh of hell. 


O my cotvals! remnants of yourſelves! 
Poor human ruins, tottering o'er the gravel 

Strike deeper their vile root, and cloſer cling, 

Still more enamour'd of this wretched ſoil ? 


Shall our pale, wither'd hands, be till firetch'd out, 


Trembling, at once, with eagerneſs and age? 


With avarice and convulſions, graſping hard ? 
Graſping at air! for what has earth beſide? 
Man wants but little; nor that little, long; 
How ſoon muſt he reſign his very duſt, 
Which frugal nature lent him for an hour! 
Years wnexperienc'd raſh on numerous ills ; 
And ſoon as man, expert from time, has found 
The key of life, it opes the gates of death. 
When in this vale of years I backward look, 
And miſs ſuch numbers, numbers too of ſuch, 
Firmer in health, and greener in their age, 
And ftrifter on their guard, and fitter far, 
To play life's ſubtle game, I ſcarce believe 
I fill furvive: and am I fond of life, 
| Who ſcarce can think it poſſible, I live ? 
Alive by miracle! or, what is next, 
Alive by Mead! if I am ftill alive, 
Who long have bury'd what gives life to live, 
| Firmneſs of nerve, and energy of thought. 


Life's lee is not more fallow, than impure, 


115 
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And vapid; Senſe and. Reaſon ſhew the door, 
Call for my bier, and point me to the duſt. 

O thou great arbiter of life and death! 
Nature's immortal, immaterial ſun { | 
Whoſe all-prolific beam late call'd me forth 140 
From darkneſs, teeming darkneſs, where I lay 
The worm's inferior, and, in rank; beneath © 
The duſt I tread on, high to bear my brow, 
To drink the ſpirit of the golden day, | 
And triumph in exiſtence; and could know 145 
No motive, but my bliſs ; and haſt ordain'd ld 
A riſe in bleſſing with the Patriarch's joy, 
Thy call I follow to the land antrown; 
I truſt in thee, and know in whom I truſt; * 
Or life, or death, is equal; neither weighs: 150 
All weight in this let me live to thee! A 1 

Though zature's terrors, thus, may be repreſt; 
Still frowns grim Death; guilt points the tyrant's ſpear. 
And whence all human guilt? From death forgot. 
Ah me! too long I ſet at nought the warm 
Of friendly warnings, which around me flew; 
And ſmil'd, unſmitten: ſmall my cauſe to ſmile! 
Death's admonitions, like ſhafts upwards ſhot, | 
More dreadful hy delay, the longer ere x 
They ftrike our hearts, the deeper is their wound; 160 
O think how deep, Lorenzo! here it ſtings: | 
Who can appeaſe its anguiſh? how it burns! ö 
What hand the barb'd, —— thought can draw: 
And turn my icht undaunted oa the tomb 165 


153 
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Wich joy,mnith grief, that Jonlieg band T.foo; - 
Ah! too canſpicuous! it is fix d on high. 
On bigh — What means my phrenſy ? | blaſphemez 
Alas! how low bow far beneath the fries! 
| The ſkies it form'd; and now it bleeds for me 170 
| But bleeds the balm I want—yet fill it bleeds 
| Draw the dire ſieel ah no! the - dreadful bleſing 
There hangs all human hope ; that nail ſupports 
The falling univerſe: that gone, dap)” 175 
S N 
| Darkneſs his curtain, and his bed the duſt; | 
In heaven itſelf can ſuch indulgence dwell ? 180 
O what a groan was there l a groan zot His. H 
He ſeia d our dreadful right; the load ſuſtain d; 
And heav'd the mountain from a guilty world. 
A thouſand worlds, % bought, were bought too dear 3 
Senſations new in angels boſoms riſe ; | 135 
- Suſpend their ſong; and make a pauſe in bliſs. 
O for their ſong; to reach my lofty theme! 

' Inſpire me, Night / with all thy tuneful ſpheres ; 

And ſhew to men the dignity of man; 190 
Leſt I blaſpheme my ſubject with my ſong. 5 
And chriflian languiſh ? on our hearts, not heads, | 7 
Falls the foul infamy: i nk rig" "ai 


% 
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« Expended deity on human weal ?” 1 
Feel the great truths, which burſt the tenfold ni 


Of heathen error, with a golden flood 

Of endleſs day: to feel, is to be fir'd; i vl 

And to believe, Lorenzo | is to feel. 200 
Thou moſt indulgent, met tremendous Power ! 

Still more tremendous, for thy wondrous love 

That arms, which awe more aweful, thy commands; 

And foul tranſgreſſion dips in ſevenfold night! 

How cur ME NT GY WC ns 203 

In love immenſe, inviolably juſt! | 

Thou, rather than thy jafice Would be fain'd, - 

Didſt ſtain the Craſt; and work of wonders far 

The greateſt, that thy deareſt far might bleed. | 
Bold thought! ſhall I dare ſpeak it, or repreſs? 210 

Shauld man more execrate, or bea, the guilt 

e d ſuch vengeance? which ſuch love inflam' de 

er guilt (how mountainous !) with out · ſtretch d arme, 

* * 

Supporting, in full majeſty, thy throne, 218 

When ſeem' d its majeſty to need ſupport, 1 


Or that, or man, inevitably loſt; | 
What, but the fathemleſs of thought divine, 
Could labour ſuch expedient from deſpair, 
And reſcue bath F both reſcue! both exalt! 220 
O how are both exalted by the dend 

The wondrous deed! or ſhall I call it mare ? 
A wonder in Omnipotence itlelf ! 


A. myſtery no leſs to gods than men! 
3 | Net 
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Not thus, our infidels th” Eternal draw, 2325 
A God all o'er, conſummate, abſolute, * 14 
Full- orb d, in his whole round of rays complete: 
They ſet at odds heaven's jarring attribute 
And, with one excellence, another wound ; 7 
Maim heaven's perfection, break its equal beams, 230 
Bid mercy triumph over=God himſelf, = 
Undeify'd by their opprobrious praiſe : 

A God all mercy, is a God unjuſt. 

Fe brainleſs wits! ye baptiz'd infidels! 

Ye worſe for mending ! walſh'd to fouler ſtains! 235 
The ranſom was paid down ; the fund of heaven, 
Amazing, and amaz'd, pour'd forth the price, 
All price beyond: though curious to compute, 
Archangels fail'd to caſt the mighty foam : * 240 
Its value vaſt, ungraſp'd by minds create, 
For ever hides, and glows, in the Supreme. 

And was the ranſom paid? it was: and paid 
(What can exalt the bounty more?) for yox. 

The fun beheld it—no, the ſhocking ſcene 245 

Drove back his chariot: Midnight veil'd his face; 

Not ſuch as this; not ſuch as nature makes; | 

A midnight nature ſhudder d to behold ; 

A midnight new a dread eclipſe (without 

Oppoſing ſpheres) from her Creator's frown ! 250 

Sus ! didſt thou fly thy Maker's pain? Or ſtart 

At that enormous load of human guilt, | 

Which bow'd his blefſed head; o'erwhelm'd his croſs j 

Made groan the centre; burſtearth's marble womb, 
With 


Y 
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With pangs, ſtrange pangs ! deliver'd of her dead? 255 
Hell howl'd ; and heaven that hour let fall a tear; 
mann ͤ . 
Might never die! 

And is devotion virtue? Tis compellll. 
What heart of ſtone but glows at thoughts like theſe ? 260 
Such contemplations mount us; and ſhould mount 
The mind ſtill higher; nor ever glance on man, 
Unraptur'd, uninflam'd. Where roll my thoughts 
To reſt from wonders ? other wonders riſe; 
And ſtrike where'er they roll: my ſoul is caught: 265 
Heaven's ſovereign bleſſings, cluſtering from the croſs, 
Ruſh on her, in a throng, and cloſe her round, 
The priſoner of amaze In his bleſt ife . 
I ſee the path, and in his death the price, | 
And in his great aſcent the progf ſupreme 270 
Of immortality.— And did he riſe ? N 
Hear, O ye nations! hear it, O ye dead 
He roſe! he roſe! he burſt the bars of death. 
Lift up your heads, ye everlaſting gates! 
And give the king of glory to come in. 275 
Who is the king of glory? he who left | | 
His throne of glory, for the pany of death! 
Lift up your heads, ye everlaſting gates! 
And give the king of glory to come in. 
Who is the king of glory? he who flew 280 
The ravenous foe, that gorg'd all human race! 
The king of glory, he, whoſe glory fill'd 
Heaven with amazement at his love to man; | 

a * Aud 
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Aud with divine complacency beheld 
Prone a — 
„Ae thenie, .the joy, bew then Hall max fubain ? | 
Oh the burſt gates! cruſh'd ſting i demoliſh d throne! 
Laſt gaſp! of vanquiſh d death. Shout earth and heaven 

This ſim of geed to. man. Whoſe nature, then, 

Took wing, oat aug gy cue ene 290 
Then, then, Ireſe then firit humanity 
Triumphant paſt the cryſtal ports of light, 
(Stupendous gueſt I) and feiz'd eternal youth, 
Seis d in our name. E'er fince, tis blaſphemous 


To call man mortal, Man's mortality 2395 
Was, then, transferr b 
Unalienably ſeal'd to this frail frame, 


This child of duſt—Man, all-immortal | . | 
Thine all the glory; man the denacies bike. ... 360 
| Where am I rapt by this triumphant theme, 

On chriſtian joy's exulting wing, above 

Th' Aonian mount !-—Alas ! ſmall cauſe for joy ! 
What if to pain immortal? if extent 
Where, then, my boaſt of immortality? 

I boaſt it ſtill, though cover d o'er with guilt; 

For guilt, not innocence, his life he pour d; 
Tis guilt alone can juſtify his death; 

Nor that, unleſs his death can juſtify 
Relenting guilt in heaven's indulgent fight, 
If, fick of folly, I relent ; be writes 

My name in heaven, with that inverted ſpear 
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(A ſpear deep-dipt in blood!) which — bis ſide, 
And open'd there a font for all mankind, - 113 
Who ſtrive, who combat crimes, to drink, Ae 
This, only this, ſubdues the fear of death. - #1 

And what is this *—Survey the wondrous cure « 
And at each ſtep, let higher wonder tiſs ! 

« Pardon for infinite offence! and pardn 380 
Through means that ſpeak its value infinite! _ 

« A pardon bought with blood! with blood divine! 
«© With blood divine of him, I made my foe! 
«« Perſiſted to provoke | though woo'd, and aw'd, 
„ Bleſt, and chaſtis'd, a flagrant rebel ſtill! 123 
« A rebel, midſt the thunders of his throne! 

% Nor I alone! à rebel univerſe! 3% 31, 

« My ſpecies up in arms! not one exempt! 

t Yet for the fouleſt of the faul, he dies, 

« Moſt joy'd, for the redeem'd from deepeſt guilt! 330 
« As if our race were held of higheſt rank ; 
« And Godhead dearer, as more kind to man !” 

Bound, every heart! and every boſom, burn! 
O what a ſcale of miracles is here! #T 
Its loweſt round, high planted on the ſkies ; 333 
Its towering ſummit loſt beyond the thought l 
Of man or angel | O that I could climb 
The wonderful aſcent, with equal praiſe l 
Praiſe ! flow for ever (if aſtoniſhment | 
Will give thee leave): my praiſe ! for ever flow; 340 
More fragrant, than Arabia facrific'd, 
And all her ſpicy mountains. in a flame. 


„ - YOUNG*'S/ POEMS. 


80 dear, ſo due to heaven, ſhall praiſe deſcend, 
With her ſoft plume (from playfive angels wing * 
Firſt pluck d by man) to tickle mortal ears, 

Thus diving in the pockets of the great? 


Is praiſe the perquiſite of every po, 
Though black as hell, 'that grapples well for gold ? 


Shall praiſe her odours waſte on virtue's dead, 

Embalm the baſe, perfume the ſtench of guilt, 

Earn dirty bread by waſhing Zthiops fair, 

Removing filth, or ſinking it from fight, 

A ſcavenger in ſcenes, where vacant poſts, 355 

Like gibbets yet untenanted, expect . 

Their future ornaments ? From courts and thrones, 

Return, apoſtate praiſe / thou vagabond! | 

Thou proſtitute I to thy firſt love return, 

Thy firſt, thy greateſt, once unrival'd theme. * 
There flow redundant; like Meander flow, 


Back to thy fountain; to that Parent Power, 
Who gives the tongue to ſound, the thought to ſoar, 

The foul to be. Men homage pay to men, | 
Thoughtleſs beneath whoſe dreadful eye they bow 365 
In mutual awe profound of clay to clay, 

Great br eee fag : 

© the preſumption of man's awe for man ! \ 270 
Man's Author! End! Reſtorer! Law1 and Judge! 

Thine, all; day thine, and thine this gloom of night, 
With all her wealth, . | 
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What, night eternal, but a frown from thee ? 


What, heaven's meridian glory, but thy ſmile? 378 


And ſhall not praiſe be thine, not human praiſe? 
While heaven's high hoſt on ballelujabs live? | 

O may I breathe no longer, than I breathe 
My ſoul in praiſe to Him, who gave my ſoul, : 
And all her infinite of proſpect fair, 350 


Cut through the ſhades of hell, great Love! by thee” 


Oh moſt Adorable + moſt Unador'd! 

Where ſhall that praiſe begin, which neer ſhould end? 
Where'er I turn, what claim on all applauſe! a 
How is night's fable mantle labour 'd o'er, 3835 
How richly wrought with attributes divine! 
What 2vi/dJom ſhines ! what love ! this midnight pomp, 
This gorgeous arch, with golden worlds inlay'd! 

Built with divine ambitipn + nought to thee ; 


For others this profuſion : Thou, apart, 390 


Above] beyond ! Oh tell me, mighty Mind! 
Where art thou? Shall I dive into the deep ? 
Call to the ſun, or aſk the roaring winds, 
For their Creator? Shall I queſtion loud T 
The thunder, if in that th' Almighty dwells? 495 
Or holds He furious forms in ſtreighten'd reins, | 
And bids fierce-wwhiriwinds wheel his rapid car? 
What mean theſe queſtions ?—Trembling I retraft ; 
My proſtrate ſoul adores the preſent God : 
Praife I a diſtant deity? He tunes 400 


My voice (if tun d) ; the nerve, that writes, ſuſtains: 


Wrapt in his being, I reſound his praiſe: 
But though paſt all diffus d, without a ſhore, 


. T1)... — — 2 


% | YOUNG'S-PQEMS. - 
His eſſence ; local is his throne (as meet), 

To gather the diſperſt (as ſtandards cal! 
The liſted from afar) : to fix a point, 
A central point, collective of his ſons, 

The nameleſs He, whoſe nod is nature's birth ; 
And nature's ſhield, the ſhadow of his hand; 410 
Her diſſolution, his ſuſpended ſmile! 1 
The great Fir/i-Laft ! pavilion d bigh he ſits, 

In darkneſs from exceſſive ſplendor borne, 

By gods unſeen, unleſs through luſtre loſt. 

His glory, to created glory, bright, 415 
As that to central horrors; he looks down 

On all that ſoars; and ſpans immenſity. | 
Though night unnumber d worlds unfolds to view, 
Boundleſs creation ! what art thou ? A beam, 

A. mere effluvium of his majeſty; 420 
And ſhall an atom of this atom-world ; 
Mutter, in duſt and fin, the theme of heaven ? 

Down to the centre ſhould I ſend my thought 
Through beds of glittering are, aud glowing gems, 
Their beggar'd blaze wants luſtre for my lay; 425 
Goes out in darkneſs :. if, on tawering wing. 
I ſend it through the boundleſs vault of Rars ! 

The ftars, though rich, what droſs their gold to thee, 
Great! good! wiſe! wonderful! eternal King! a 
If. to thoſe conſcious lars thy throne around, 430 
Praiſe cver · pouring, and imbibing bliſs, 
And aſk their ſtrain; they want it, 336 
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Languid their energy, their ardour cold, | 
Indebted ſtill, their higheſt rapture burns; 435 
Short of its mark, defective, though dime. 
still more— This theme is man's, and man's alone 3 
Their vaſt appointments reach it not: they ſee 
On earth a bounty not indulg'd on high; 
| And downward look for heaven's ſuperior praile | 440 
Firſt-born of Ether l high in fields of light! 
View man, to ſee the glory of your God! 
Could angels envy, they had envy d here; 
And ſome did envy; and the reft, though gods, 
Vet ſtill gods wnredeem'd (there triumphs man, 445 
Tempted to weigh the duſt againſt the ſkies) Rs 
They leſs would feel, though more adorn, — 
They ſung Creation (for in that they ſhar d): 
How roſe in melody, that child of lovet 
Creation's great ſuperior, man! is thine 459 
Thine is redemption; they juſt gave the key: , 
Tis thine to raiſe, and eternize, the ſong ;_ | 
Though human, yet divine; for ſhould not bit 
Raiſe man o'er man, and kindle ſeraphs here? 
Redemption / t was creation more ſublime; 433 
Redemption / t was the labour of the ſkies; | 
Far more than labour —It was death in heaven. 
A. truth ſo ſtrange! 8 
If not far bolder fill to diſbelieves e 
Here pauſe, and ponder : was there death in W 
What then on earth ? On earth, which ſtruck the blow? 
Who ſtruck it > Who -O how is may enluwg'd 
Seen through this medium! how the pigmay towers ! 
dan i How 
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How counterpois'd his origin from duſt! "7-4 & 
How counterpois d, to duſt his ſad return! 468 
How voided his vaſt diſtance from the ſkies ! a 
How near he preſſes on the ſeraph's wing - 
Which is the ſeraph + Which the born of clay ? 
How this demonſtrates, through the thickeſt cloud 
Of guilt, and clay condens'd, the fan of heaven 1 470 | 
The double ſon ; the made, and the re- made by 
And ſhall heaven's double property be lol? 
Man's double madneſs only can deſtroy. _ 
To man the bleeding croſs has promis d all; 
The bleeding croſs has ſworn eternal grace; 473 
Who gave his life, hat grace ſhall He deny ? T 
O ye! who, from this Rock of ages, leap, a4? 
Apelizes, ongrag buadjeng int jhe deaps aT 
Whatever winds ariſe, n py 480 
Our intereſt in the maſter of the ſtorm 5 
Cling there, and in wreck'd nature's ruins ſinile; 
While vile apoſtates tremble in a calm. 

Man ! know thyſelf. ee 
To none man ſeems ignoble, but to man; 48 
2 admire: 


How long ſhall human nature be their book, . 10 
Degenerate mortal! and arread by Thee? 
The beam dim reaſon ſheds ſhews wonders There; i 
What high contents! Illuftrious faculties | ! 499 


But the grand comment, which diſplays at full 
By heaven compos'd, was publiſh'd on the Croft. 
l Who 


I 


THE "COMPLAINT; Nicur IV. 59 
| Who looks on That, and ſees not in himſelf 


An awful ſtranger, a terreſtrial god ? 997 


A glorious partner with the Deity + 

In that high attribute, immortal life? 

If a God bleeds, he bleeds not for a worm : 
I gaze, and, as I gaze, my mounting foul 


Catches ſtrange fire, Eternity i at Thee; 500 


And drops the world —or rather, more enjoys: 

How chang'd the face of nature! how improv d! 
What ſeem'd a chaos, ſhines a glorious world, 

Or, what a world; an Eden; heighten'd all! 

It is another ſcene! another ſelf | 30g 
And ſtill another, as time rolls along; * 
And that a /eff far more illuſtrious ſtill. 
Beyond long ages, yet roll'd up in ſhades - 
Unpierc'd by bold conjecture's Keeneſt ray, 


What evolutions of ſurpriſing fate! T7 


How nature opens, and receives my ſoul 
In boundleſs walks of raptur'd thought! where gods 
Encounter and embrace me 1 What new births 
ſtrange adventure, foreign to the ſun ; 
what now charms, perhaps, whate'er exiſts, 515 

Old time, and fair creation, are forgot! 

Is this extravagant ? Of man we form 
Extravagant conception, to be juſt: | 
Conception unconfin'd wants wings to reach him : 


Beyond its reach, the Godhead only, more 820 


He, the great Father e at one Same 
The world of rationals ; one ſpirit pour'd 
From ſpirit's aweful fountain; pour'd himſelf 


Through 
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mage any wiv but not in equal ſtream, 

Profuſe, or frugal, of th afpiring God, 
As his with plas dimanidad'y; and when paſt 

—— 1 95794 IN 

If they continue rational, as made, 

Reſorbs them all into Himſelf again; 128 

His throne their centre, and bis ſmile their crown. 330 
Why doubt we, then, the glorious truth to ſing, 

Though yet unſung, | — — n 

Angels are men of a ſuperior kind; eat 3 

Angels are men in-lighter habit clad, cd 

High o'er celetial mountains wing d in fights. 

And men are angels, loaded for an hour, 

Who wade this nury vale, and climb with pain, 

And ſlippery ſtep, the bottom of the ſteep. 

Angels their failings, mortals have their praiſe; 

While Here, of corps ethereal, ſuch enroll d, $40 

And ſummon d to the glorious Standard ſoon, | 

Which flames eternal crimſon through the Kies. 

Nor are our brothers thoughtleſs of their kin, 

Yet abſent ; but not abſcnt from their love. 

Michael has fought our battles ; Raphael ſung —_ 

Our triumphs ; Gabriel on our errands flown, 0 

Sent by the Sovereign: and are theſe, O man! _ 

Thy friends, thy warm allies? and Thou (ſhame burn 

The cheek to cinder!) rival to the brute ? 

© Religion s All. Deſcending from the ſkies $0 
To wretched man, the goddeſs in her left, | 
Holds out this world, and, in her right, the next ; 

— Religion | the fole voucher man is m e 

TY ** : | Supporter ; 


823 
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Supporter ſole of man above himſelf,” 7 
Ev'n in this night of frailty, Aae, and death, 385 
She gives the ſoul a ſoul that acts à god. ad. > 
Religion! Providence ! an Aſter- tate 
Here is firm footing ; here is ſolid rock! © f 
This can ſupport us; all is ſea beſides ; 


Sinks under us; beſtorms, and then devours. $66 


— 


His hand the good man faſtens on the ſkies, 5 N 
And bids earth roll, nor feels her idle whirl. wy T 
As when a wretch, from thick, poland airs” 10 
Darkneſs, and ſtench, and fuffocating damps, © ö 
Ad — by kind fate, 2 "Ih 
Surrounds him, and'Elyfian profpeRts'riſe, © ' © 
His heart euxlts, his ſpirits caft their load! 
As if new-born, he triumphs in the thaw,” cn oi 
80 joys the ſoul, when, from inglorious aims, 
And ſordid ſweets, from feculence and froth” 1 
Of ties terreſtrĩal, ſet at large, the mounts of 
To Reaſon's region, her own element. 


Breathes hopes immortal, and affe&ts the ſkies. © 


- Religion / thou the ſoul of happineſs ; 573 
And, groaning Calvary, of thee! There ine 


7 

; ay Sem 61 

There, nothing but compuſſos is forborn. wot yl 69 

| Can love allure us; or can terror awe?” 194 511 ob 

He weeps |—the — parent Ge tak gli 1 0 
I ———— 


If in his love o terrible, hae h JET ar. 


vol. II. G His 
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| His wrath inflam'd? his tenderneſs on fire? bens 
ſoft, ſmooth oil, outhlazing other fires? 535 
prayer, can praiſe, avert it Thou, m5 A, 
My theme! my inſpiration! and my crown! 
My ftrength in age! my riſe in low eſtate! 
My ſoul's ambition, pleaſure, wealth! world! 
My light in darkneſs}, and my life in death! 390 
| My boaſt through time! , bliſs through eternity! 
Eternity, wo ſhort to ſpeak thy praiſe 
Or fathom, thy profound of love to man! | des ad. 
To man of men the meaneſ, ev'n, to.me;.. 
My facrifice | my God What things are theſe } $25 
What then art Thau? by what name ſhall call Thee? 
Knew I the name devout archangels uſe, | 
Devout archangels ſhould the name enjoy, _ 
By me unrival'd; thouſands more ſublime, + 
None half ſo dear, as that, which, ſank waſte, Ge 
Still glows at heart: O bow omnipotence | 
Is loſt in love! Thon great Philanthropiſt! 
Father of angels l but the friend of man! | 
Like Jacob, fondeſt of the younger born]! 
Thou, who dd fave him ach the finoking sd 605 
From out the flames, eee K 
How art thou pleas d, hy bounty to diſtreſs! 


To make us groan beneath our gratitude, 1 

Too big for birth | to favour, and cones 
To challenge, and to diſtance. all return! * | 
Foo tilehes to bers: - 12 | 


rayon Dr 
Thy right, too great, defrauds thee of thy due: 
2 


. | * 1 > 3 
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And ſacrilegious aur ſublimeſt ſong.” 
Bus ſince the naked «v4 obtains thy ſmile . 
Beneath this monument of praiſe unph,z,.;x. 
And future life ſymphonious to my ſtran. 
(That nobleſt hymn to heaven) 2 fy tort 
Intomb'd my fear gf; death / nne is | 
The dread. of every. evil, but Thy freun. 620 

Whom ſee I yonder, ſo demurely ſmile? - ....:- 

Laughter a labour, img na rd. 5 4 
Ye quietiſts, in homage to the ſkies s 


1 * } ewe err! 


Serene ! of ſoft-addreſs ! hn poi oh. r 
An unobtruſive tender of your hearts, yo 


Abhorring violence! who belt indeed; — 40 
But, for the bleſſing, wrefle not with heaven! | 

Think you, my ſang, too tuchulent?. tog warm? 
Are paſſions, then, the pagans of the Jon! 2. * gate 
Regs/on alone baptiz'd ? alone ordain'd - 639 
To touch things ſacred? Oh far warner fill). rd 
Guilt chills my zeal, and age benumbs my pen 
Oh for an humbler heart! and prouder ſong}, 
Thou, my much: injur d theme! with that ſoft ee 
Wich melted o'er doom'd. Salem, _—_— #15 


Compaſſion. to the coldneſe of my brealty 1 
And pardon to the winter in my ſtrain. 0 * 
Oh ye cold-hearted, frozen, formaliſts ＋ 
On ſuch a theme, tis impigus- to be cls. . 8 " 8 
Paſſion is reaſon, tranſport temper, here, 684 


Shall heaven, which gave uy.ardour, — 
| Her own for man ſo ſtrongixs not diſdain} - 1 


m bons vidh L. 
vi" | 1 — © 
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r 
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Recumbent virtue 's downy doftors, grave fr! A 
That proſe of piety, a lukewarm praiſe ? 1 94415 a 64 
Riſe odours ſweet from incenſe uniiflan'd ? 

Devotion, when lukewarm, is undevout; FEI i bes 
But when it glows, its heat is-ftruck to heaven 
To human hearts her golden harps are ftrung; 
. 650 


Hear I, or dream 1 hear, their diſtant ſtrain, 
Sweet torths foul; and taſting ſtrong of wan” 1 
Soft- wafted on celeſtial i plu me. Pp 


Through the vaſt ſpaces of the univerſe, SEES TY 
To chear me in this melancholy gloom ? 655 
Admit me of their choir ? O when will : 

This mouldering, old, — throw down? / z 


Give beings, one in nature, one abode? oo 
Oh death divine | that ziv m us to the fies 660 
Great future? glorious patron of the h, ! 


And preſent / when ſhall I thy ſhrine adore? - 
From nature's continent, immenſely wide, 
1 1 | 
Divides vs. Happy day! that breaks vr chain; 
2 that calls from exile be * 


Of elder brothers, —— vi oilghh 
Who hears-our Advocate, and, through his wounds | | 
a — n al 
cb wa 
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"Tis this makes joy a duty to the wifes + ++ 
"Tis impious in a good man to be fad. ENG s bid 60 5 | 
See thou, Lorenzo} where hangs all our hope? 
Touch'd by the Cr, we live ; or, more than die; 
That touch which touch'd not angels; EY 
Than that which-touch'd-confufion —— 
And darkneſs into glory z partial f 105 "62d 
Ineffably pre-eminent regard}. - | | //\ -Y riot If 
Sacred to man, . 
Long golden chain of miracles, which hangs 
From heaven through all duration, and ſupports . 
In one illuſtrious and amazing plan, 45 
Thy welfare, nature / and thy God's bend 
That touch, with charm celeſtial, heals the ſoul 
Diſeas d, drives pain from guilt, lights life in death; ? 
Turns earth to heaven, to heavenly thrones transforms 
The ghaſtly ruins of the mouldering tomb; - 
Doſt aſk me when? When he who dy'd returns; 
Returns, how c dt Where then the man of woe ? 
In glory's terrors all the Godhead' burn 
And all his courts, exhauſted by the tile 
Of deities triumphant in his train, 693 
. 8 
Repleniſh'd ſoon, repleniſh'd-with increaſe 
Of pomp, and multitude; à radiant bang 
Of angels new of angels from the mb. | 
Is this by fancy thrown remote; and riſe 908 
Dark doubts between the promiſe 1 
I ſend thee not to volumes for thy cure; 
Read Nature; Nase te « Ga vs mb | 
: 8 3 Nature 
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Nature is Chriffiang preaches to mapkindy 7 
And bids dead matter aid us in dur creed. 965 
Haſt nere fem the comets flaming fight © 
Th' illuſtrious ftranger paſſing, ——— 'T 
On gazing nations; from his fiery train 1 
Of length enormous, takes his — | „er 
32 ou 


Of more than ſolar glory; deubles wide 
Heaven's mighty cape 5 eite earth, bo 
From the Jong travel of u thouſand years. 
Thus, uche deſtin'd period; ſhall return 


He, once on earth, who bids the comet blaze: + 57135 
And, wich Him, all our triumph o er the tomb. 1 
Nati ù dumb on this important point; nen 
Or kope precarious in low whiſper breathess 
Faith ſpeaks aloud, diſtin; ev'n adders heary 


But turn, and dart into the dark again. ——__, +440 
Faith-builda a bridge acroſs. dhe gulph of death, of 
To break the ſhock blind nature cannot ſhun, A 


And lands thought een on te farther hore, | 
_ Death's terror is the mountain Faith removes; 


| That mountain barrier between man and peace. s 
Tis faith diſarms deſtruction; and abſolves 5 
From every clamorous charge, the guiltleſs tomb. 
Why diſbelieve? Lorenzo Reaſon bids, _ 
« All-facred reaſon.” Hold her ſacred ſtill 
Nor ſhalt thou want a rival in thy flame : 70 
ene ſource, and ſoul, of all 7 
praiſe, on earth, or earth abovel 
is thine; deep in its inmoſt folds, 


A 


My heart 
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Live thou with life; live deartr of the two. 
Wear I the bleſſed Crols; by fortune ſtamp'd © | "733 
On paſſive nature, before tought was born? 
My birth's blind bigot!-fir'd with cal zcal! 
No; reaſom rei baptis'd me when adult; l 
Weigh'd true, and falſe, in her impartial fealez; © 
My heart becume the convert of my head; 746 
And made that choice; ——— fon 
On argument alone my faiths built: 
Reaſon purſued is faith; and, unpurſued 
Where proof invites, *tis'reaſon; then, no more: 
And ſuch our prof, That, or. dur farb is right, / 745 
Or reaſos lies; and heaven deſign d it wrong: 
Abſolve we This? What, then is blaſphemy? 
Fond as we are, and juſtiy fund, of faith, 
Reaſon, we grant, demands our firſt regard ; 7 
The mother honour'd, as the daughter dear. 756 
Rea/on the root, fair faith is but the flower; | 
The fading flower ſhall die 3 but reaſor lives 
Immortal, as her Father in the ſkies. - . 
When faith is virtue, reaſan makes it fo. 
Wrong nat the Chriſtian; think not reaſon yours: 755 
"Tis reaſon our great Maſter holds ſo dear; W W 
Tis reaſem i injur'd rights His wrath reſents; - 
"Tis reaſon's voice obey'd His glories crown; 
To give loſt en life, He pour d his own : | 
Believe, and ſhie the reuſon of a man; 580 
Believe, and taſte the pleaſure of a GJ; 
Believe, and look with triumph on the tomb: 


Through reaſons wounds alone thy faith can die; 
G 4 Wiuch 


* 
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Which dying, tenfold terror gives to death, 
And dips in cen his twice-mortal ſting, uit 
Learn hence what honours, what loud pear, du 
To tba who auld annanthiee afeie; "#7: 1-1 | 
Thoſe boaſted friends to reaſon, — 150 

Whole fatal love ſtabs every joy, and leaves 
Death's terror heighten d, ente, heart. 70 
1 
Then deify'd, as monarchs. were of old 
What conduct plants proud-laurels on their brow 2. 
Pn 
They draw pride s cuttain o er the noon- 1 
Spike up their inch of reaſon, 1 © 
Of philoſophic wit, .caild Argument; ba. | 
And then, exulting in their taper, cry, Ar A 
4; Behold the fun4""/and, Tndian-like, adore. - 780 
Talk they of morals ? eee 
Thou maker of ze morals to mankind! 
The grand morality is love of Thee. 
As wiſe as Socrates, if ſuch they were, 
(Nor will they bate of that ſublime renown) 
As wwiſe as Socrates, might juſtly ſtand 


. 4 


" 4 
: * 
4 | 2 5 
* 


The definition of a modern fool. $ 
A Chriſtian is the higheſt ſtile of man: 
And is there, who the bleſſed Croſs wipes off, 
As a foul blot from his diſhonour'd brow ? 790 

If angels tremble, tis at ſuch a fight : | 
The wretch they quit, deſponding of their charge, 
More ſtruck with grief or wonder, who can tell ? 


Ye 


* 
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Ve ſold to ſenſe! ye citizens of earth l u vil 
(For ſuch alone the Chriſtian, banner y)) 5595 
Know ye how wiſe your choice, how great your gain? 
Behold the picture of earth's happieſt man 
„He calls his wiſh, it comes 3 he ſends it back, 
„And ſays, hecall'd another; that arrives, ö? 


* 
* * a 


00 Meets the ſame welcome vet he ſtill — 300 


Till ene calls Mis who varies not his call, 


While uſeful its advice, its accent mild. 


40 Till nature dies, and judgment ſets him free; — 4 
A freedom far leſs welcome than his chain... 


But grant man happy; SR bog 


Add to life's higheſt prize her lateſt hour; 

That hour, ſo late, is nimble in approach, 8 

That, like a poſt, comes on in full career: _ nit 

How ſwift, the ſhuttle flies, that weaves thy ſhroud. . . 

Where is the fable of thy former years ? $10 

Thrown down the gulph of time; n 

As they had ne er been thine; the day in hand, 

Like a bird ſtruggling to get looſe, is going; 

Scarce now poſſeſs d, fo ſuddenly tis gone; 

And each ſwift moment fled, is death advanc'd $15 

By ſtrides as ſwift: Eternity is All; 

And whoſe Eternity ? Who triumphs there ? 

Bathing for ever in the font of bliſs ! 

For ever baſking in the Deity ! 

Lorenzo | who ?—Thy conſcience ſhall reply. 820 
O give it leave to ſpeak ; t will ſpeak ere long, 

Thy leave unaſk'd : Lorenzo! hear it now, 


— —— — —— a een i ria een ee SS 


By 
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„ vebnes ens 
By the great digt; tie dme derree nm: 
Tyutb is depokited with Wag e % ben:; 3325 
An honeſt bout, And fafthföl to Hef wines oe 
Truth, eldeſt daughter ef the Det 
Truth, of his cbunefl, when he b 8 
Nor leſs, l vag de wert he ad, 
Though filent long. and feeping neber fo found, $30 
Smother d With trivts,” und vppret'd with toys, 
That heaven-commilſion'd hour nv ſooner cally, vol 
But, from her tavern in the Wolf's abyſs,” 
Like him they fable Under tna whetm'd, 
he goldels, dürfte in thunder, 33 1 
 - Loudly convitieeh, nd @verety Pans. 
| Dark demons ˙» at Bydrd Rings 
The: keen yibratioh of bright murk—is Hell: Ba 
A definition 1 though by heels untzught, 
E deaf to truth! peruſe this Parſbn'l page, 840 
And truſt, fot ence, a proplict, and priet ; 
2 W but fools they Tanne We.” 
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Fondneſs for fame is avarice of ar. aq 
I grant the man is vain who writes for praiſe.” 


Praiſe no man e'er deſtry'd, who ſought no more. 
As juſt thy ſecond eharge. Ln 5 
ſons, v4 
Retain'd by ſenſe to filthy cauſe; L 
To raiſe the low; to magnify the mean, 
And ſubtilize the groſs into reſin d: fa * 
As if to magic numbers powerful charm 10 
Tas given, to make a riuet of their ſung 
Obſcene, and ſweeten ordure to perfume. 
Wit, a true pagan, deiſies the brute, | 
The fact notorious; nor obſcure the-cauſe. 157 
We wear the chains of pleaſure, and of pride. © 
Theſe ſhare the man; and theſe diſtract him too; 
Draw different ways, and claſh in their commands, 
Pride, like an eagle, builds among the ſtars ; 
_ 9 lark · Ike, neſts upon the ground. 20 
Joys 


* 
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. ſhar d by brute - creation, pride reſents ; 
Pleaſure embraces ; Man would both enjoy». 

And both e harlt e bo 
But, what can't wit, when ſtung by ſtrong defire ? 


Wit dares attempt this arduous enterprize. 2g 
Since joys of ſenſe can't riſe to reaſon's taſte ; 


In ſubtle ſopbiftry's laborious forge, 
Wit hammers out a reaſon eo, that ſtoops 


To ſordid ſcenes, and meets them with applauſe. 
Wit calls the graces the chaſte zone to looſe ; 30 


Nor leſs than. a plump god to fill the bowl: 0-3 
A thouſand phantoms, and a thouſand ſpells, 2 


A thouſand opiates ſcatters, to delude, 
To faſcinate, inebriate, lay aſleep, /, - _ 2 441 
And the fooF'd mind delightfully confound. 35 


Thus that which ſhock d the judgment, ſhocks no more; 


Pleaſure and pride, by nature mortal foes, 
At war eternal, which in man. ſhall reign, 


By i addreſa, patch up a fatal peace, 440 


And hand in hand lend on the rank debauch, 


From rank, refin'd to delicate and gap. 
Art, curſed art | wipes off th' indebted bluſn Af 


From nature's cheek, and bronzes every ſhame. A 


Man ſmiles in ruin, glories in his guilt, 45 
And infuny ſtands candidate for ꝓraiſe. N 


All writ by man-in favour of dhe foul, | e 
Theſe ſenſual ethics far, in bulk, tranſcends 
The flowers of eloquence, profuſely powr'dd 4g 
Oer ſpotted vice, fill half the letter d world. 50 
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Can powers of genius exoreiſe their page, | 
And conſeerate enormities with ſong ? 

But let not theſe inexpiable ſtrains 
Condemn the Muſe that knows her digrity ; ' 
Nor meanly ſtops at time, but holds the world 33 
As tis, in nature's ample field, a point, | 
A. point in her eſteem; from whence to be, 

And run the round of univerſal ſpaces 
To viſit Being univerſal there, | . 
And Being's Source, chat ormoſt fight of mind! 60 
Yet, ſpite of this ſo vaſt circumference, © : 
Well knows, but what is moral, nought is great. 
Sing /yrens only ? Do not angels ſing? | 
There is in poeſy a decent pride, © | 
Which: well becomes her when ſhe ſpeaks to proſe, 65 
Her younger ſiſter; haply, not more wiſe. 
Think'f thou, Lorenzo ts ii paſtiBes here? \- 
No guilty paſſion blown into a flame; 
No foible flatter'd, dignity diſgrac'd, - i 
No fairy field of fiction, all on flower, 70 
No rainbow colours, here, or ſilken tale: | 
But ſolemn counſels, images of wee. 
Truths, which eternity lets fall on man F: / 
With double weight, through theſe revolving ſpheres, 
This death - deep filence, and incumbent ſhade: 73 
Thoughts, r 4 
Viſit uncall'd, and live when life empires; 1 0 
And thy dark pencil, midnight “ darker fill bal 
In melancholy dipt, embrowns the whole; - | 
ier 9 my hnghtr-loring nen v. 
% | Lende 


Lorenzo ! and thy brathers of the filet, . 
If, what imports you moſt, can moſt engage, ba 
Shall ſteal your ear, and chain you to my ſong. 
Or if you fail me, know, the wiſe hall take 99 
The truths I ſing ; the truths I ſing ſhall feel; 85 
feeling, give aſſent ; and their aſſent 
Is ampli rogatinences. in mnagyithas aenjie. cj 
But chiefly thine, .O Litchfield | nor miſtake; -/. 


Think not un-introduc'd I force my way; 0 
Narciſſa, not unknown, not unally d, 90 
Zy virtue, or by blood, illuſtrious youth! Y 
To thee, from. blooming amaranthine bowers, * 
Where all the language harmony, deſcends. 


VUncall d, TI Me Baths Meſa: 154] 

| e eee 38 
y praiſe ſhe drops, by nobler ſtill R 
O Thou. Bleſt Spirit | vhether the fupreme, 


Great antemundane Father ! in whoſe breaſt 
Embryo creation, unborn. being, d welt. 
Aad all its various revolutions, rolPd '»- 100 
Preſent, though future 3 prior to themſelves; — 


Whoſe breath OT IIs 
. Who, ſtudious of aur peace, — thought Q 
From vain and vile, to ſolid and ſublime! 10g 
Unſeen thou lea me to delicious draughts 
Of inſpiration, from a purer ſtrem, 

And fuller af the god, chan that which burſt 


44 


From fam'd Caſtalia : nor is yet allay'd 
| My Gt dcr. 210 
$9512.14 Through 


95 


By thee ſuſtain d, 98 R 
By them beſt lighted are the paths of th. 
Nights are their days, their moſt illumin' d hours. 
By day, the ſoul, o'erborne by lite career, 113 
Stunn'd by the din, and giddy with, the glare, 
Reels far from reaſon, joſtled by the throng. al 
By day the ſoul is paſſive, all ber thoughts 1 
Impos d, precarious, broken ere mature. 
By night, from ohjects free, from, paſſion cool, * 
Thoughts uncontrol d, and unimpreis d, n 


Of pure election, arbitrary range, . 
Not to the limits of ane world confin'd ;. * 

But from ethereal, travels light on card. kak 
Az, voyagers drop, anchor, for repoſe... _ 


Let Indians, and, the gays like tada, "i 

Of feather'd, fopperies, the ſun, adoro : BY. 
Darkneſs has more dixinity for ne; A 
It ſtrikes thought inward 3 igrives back dhe foul .. 

To, ſettle on Herſelf, our point ſupreme | E 3a 10 
There lies our theatre | there ſiss qur judge. 
Darkneſs the curtain drops q ex life's dull ſcene: 
"Tis the kind hand of Providence ſtretcht out 


"Twixt man and vanity; — ag r 
And virtue 's tog; theſe tutelary ſhade⸗ 1235 
Are man's aſylum from the tainted. thong - en SW 
Night is the good man's. friend, ——— Wh Bir 


It na leſs reſexes virtue, than wy/perecs. | 
Virtue, ſor ever frail, as fair, belows - 


= 
| a - * a 21 
; — 
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Nor touches on the world, without a ſtain: 

The world,'s infeftivus ; few bring back at eve, . 
Immaculate, the manners of the morn. 
Something we thought, is blotted ; we reſtlo'd, | 
Is ſhaken ; we renne d, returns again. 145 
Each /alutation may flide-in a in 
Unthought before, or fix a former flaw. 

Nor is it ſtrange: Tight, oe, cd's, I” 

All, ſcatter us abroad ; thought outward-bound, 
Neglectful of our home affairs, flies of 20 
In fume and diſſipation, quits ber charge,” 
And leaves the breaſt unguarded to the foe. © 

_ Preſent example gets within our guard, 

And acts with double force, by few repelbd. 45 
Ambition fires ambition ; love of gain — 09 
Strikes, like a peſtilence, from breaſt to breaſt ; | 

Riot, pride, perfidy, blue vapours breathe z 11 
Aen. * 
From ſmiling man. A flight, © ge glance; N. 
Aud ſhot at random, often has brought home 160 
A ſudden fever, to the throbbing hear tt,. 
Of envy, rancour,” or impure dre. 
We ſee, we hear, with peril ; ſafety dwells © 
Remote from multitude; the world s a ſchool £3 
Of wrong, and what proficients ſwarm around! 165 
We muſt, or imitate, or diſapprove; © 1 
Muſt lift as their accomplices, or foes ; 

That ſtains our innocence z this wounds our peace. 
F 
With fweet receſs, and languiſht for the ſhade. 170 
* This 


— 
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This ſacred ſhade, and folitude, what is it? 
"Tis the felt preſence of the Deity. 
Few are the faults we flatter when alone. 
ice ſinks in her allurements, is ungilt, 
And looks, like other objects, black by night. 195 
By night an Atheiſt half-believes a God. 
— Night is fair virtue's immemorial friend ; 
The conſcious moon, through every diſtant age, 
Has held a lamp to wiſdom, and let fall, 
On contemplation's eye, her purging ray. 180 
The fam'd Athenian, he who woo'd from heaven 
Philoſophy the fair, to dwell with men, 
And form their manners, not inflame their pride, 
While o'er his head, as fearful to moleſt | 
His labouring mind, the ftars in ſilence flide, 185 
And ſeem all gazing on their future gueſt, 
dee him ſoliciting his ardent ſuĩt 
In private audience : all the live-long night, 
Rigid in thought, and motionleſs, he ſtands ; 
Nor quits his theme, or poſture, till the ſun 190 
(Rude drunkard riſing roſy from the main!) 
Diſturbs his nobler intellectual beam, 
And gives him to the tumult of the world. | 
Hail, precious moments! ſtol'n from the black waſte . 
Of murder'd time ! Auſpicious midnight ! hail! 195 
The world excluded, every paſſion huſh, 
And open'd a calm intercourſe with heaven, 
Here the foul fits in council; ponders paff, 
Predeſtines future action; ſees, not feels, 
Tumultuous life, and reaſons with the ſtorm; 200 
ian H All 
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| All her lyes anſwers, and thinks down her charms. 
What aweful joy | What mental liberty 
I am not pent in darkneſs; rather fay _ 
(If not too bold) in darkneſs I'm embower d. 
Delightful gloom ! the cluſtering thoughts around 205 
- Spontaneous riſe, and bloſſom in the ſhade ; 
But droop by day, and ſicken in the ſar. 
Thought borrows light elſewhere ; from that firft fire, 
Fountain of animation ! whence deſcends 
Urania, my celeftial gueſt ! who deigns 
Nightly to viſit me, ſo mean; and vou, 
- Conſcious how needful diſcipline to man, | 
From pleaſing dalliance with the charms of night 
My wandering thought recalls, to what excites 
Far other beat of heart! Narciſſa's tomb 215 
+ Or is it feeble nature calls me back, 
And breaks my ſpirit into grief again? 
Is it a Stygian vapour in my blood ? 
A cold, flow puddle, creeping through my veins ? 
Or is it thus with all men? Thus with all. 220 
What are we? How unequal ! Now we ſoar, 
And now we fink ; to be the ſame, tranſcends 
Our preſent proweſs. Dearly pays the ſou! 
For lodging ill; too dearly rents her clay. | F 
Reaſon, a baffled counſellor ! but adds 225 
The bluſh of weakneſs to the bane of woe. 
| The nobleſt ſpirit, fighting her hard fate, 
In this damp, duſky region, charg'd with ſtorms, 


But feebly flutters, yet untaught to fly; 


Or, flying, ſhort her flight, and ſure her fall. 230 


0 
ar 
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Our utmoſt ſtrength, when down, to riſe again; 

And not to yield, though beaten, all our praiſe. 
1 

Though proud in promiſe, 7 


_ Experience damps our triumph. I, who late, 


Emerging from the ſhadows of the grave, 
Where grief detain'd me priſoner, mounting high, 


Threw wide the gates of everlaſting day, 


And call'd mankind to glory, ſhook off pain, | 
Mortality ſhook off, in æther pure, 240 
And ftruck the ſtars; now feel my ſpirits fail ; 

They drop me from the zenith; down I ruſh, * 
Like him whom fable fledg'd with waxen wings, 
In ſorrow drown'd—but not in ſorrow loſt. 


How wretched is the man who never mourn di f 245 


I dive for precious pearl in ſorrow's ſtream : 
Not fo the thoughtleſs man that any grieves : 
Takes all the torment, and reieQts the gain 


(Ineſtimable gain 1) and gives heaven leave 


To make him but more wretched, not more wile. . 250 


If wiſdom is our leſſon (and what elſe 
Ennables man? what elſe have angels learnt?) _ 
Grief ! more proficients in thy ſchool are made, 


Than genius, or proud learning, e er could boaſt, * 
Voracious learning, often over-fed, 235 


Digeſts not into ſenſe her motley meal. 

This book-caſe, with dark booty almoſt burſt, 

This forager on others' wiſdom, leaves IT. 
Her native farm, her reaſun, quite untill'd. | 


With mixt manure ſhe ſurfeits the rank ſoil, 260 


H 2 Dung' d, 
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Dung'd, but not dreſt; and rich to beggary. 
A pomp untameable of weeds prevails. 

Her ſervant's wealth, incumber d wiſdom mourns. 
And what ſays genius ? © Let the dull be wiſe.” 
Genius, too hard for right, can prove it wrong; 265 
And loves to boaſt, where bluſh men leſs inſpir'd. | 

It pleads exemption from the laws of ſenſe ; 
Conſiders reaſon as a leveler ; 
And ſcorns to-thare a bleſſing with the croud. 
That wiſe it could be, thinks an ample claim 270 
To glory, and to pleaſure gives the reft. 
Craſſus but fleeps, Ardelio is undone. 
Wiſdom leſs ſhudders at a fool, than wit. _ 

But wiſdom ſmiles, when humbled mortals weep. 
 Whenſorrow wounds the breaſt, as ploughs the glebe, 27 5 
And hearts obdurate feel her ſoftening ſhower ; 
Her ſeed celeſtial, then, glad wiſdom ſows ; 
| Her golden harveſt triumphs in the ſoil. 
If fo, Narcifſa ! welcome my Relap/e ; ; 
II raiſe a tax on my calamity, 280 
I 'll range the plenteous intellectual field; 

And gather every thought of ſovereign power 

To chaſe the moral maladies of man; 
Wong bte, which may bear tranſplanting to the ſkies, 115 
Though natives of this coarſe penurious ſoil 
Nor wholly wither there, where ſeraphs ſing, 
Refin'd, exalted, not annull'd, in heaven. 
Reaſon, the ſun that gives them birth, the ſame 
In either clime, though more illuſtrious there. 290 
Theſe 
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Theſe choicely cull'd, and elegantly rang d, 
Shall form a garland for Nareiſſa's tomb; 
And, peradventure, of no fading flowers. 
Say on what themes ſhall puzzled choice deſcend ? 
« Th' importance of contemplating the tomb; 295 
« Why men decline it; fuzcide's foul birth; f 
« The various kind of grief ; the faults of age; © 
% And death's dread character. —invite my ſong.” 
And, firſt th* importance of our end ſurvey d. 
Friends counſel quick diſmiſſion of our grief: 309 
Miſtaken kindneſs ! our hearts heal too ſoon. 
Are they more kind than be, who ſtruck the blow? 
Who bid it do his errand in our hearts, 
And baniſh peace, till nobler guefts arrive, 
And bring it back, a true and endleſs peace ? 395 
Calamities are friends: As glaring day 
Of theſe unnumber d luſtres robs our ſight; 
Proſperity puts out unnumber'd thoughts 
Of import high, and light divine, to man. 
The man how bleft, who, ſick of gaudy ſcenes, 310 
(Scenes apt to thruſt between Us and Ourſelves!) 
Is led by choice to take his favourite walk, 
Beneath death's gloomy, filent, cypreſs ſhades, 
Unpierc d by vanity's fantaſtic ray; 
To read his monuments, to weigh his duſt, 315 
Viſit his vaults, and dwell among the tombs ! 
Lorenzo! read with me Narcifla's tone ; 
(Narciſſa was thy favourite) let us read 
Her moral ſtone ; few doors preach ſo well; 
Few orators fo tenderly can touch 320 
H 3 1 
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The feeling heart. What pathos in the date! 
Apt words can ſtrike: and yet in them we ſee 
Faint images of what we, here, enjoy. 
n 
Temptatians ſeize, when fear is laid aſleep; 325 
And ill foreboded is our ſtrongeſt guard. 
See from her tomb, as from an humbler ſhrine, 
Truth, radiant goddeſs | ſallies on my ſoul, 
And puts delufion's duſky train to flight; 
Diſpels the miſts our ſultry paſſions raiſe, 330 
From objects low, terreſtrial, and obſcene ; 
And ſhews the real eſtimate of things ; 
Which no man, unafflicted, ever ſaw ; 
Pulls off the veil from virtue riſing charms ; 
DeteQs temptation in a thouſand lyes, 335 
Truth bids me look on men, as autumn leaves, 
And all they bleed for, as the ſummer's duſt, | 
Driven by the whirlwind : lighted by her beams, 
I widen my horizon, gain new powers, | | 
See things inviſible, feel things remote, 349 
Am preſent with futurities ; think nought 
To man ſo foreign, as the joys poſef; 
Nought ſo much his, as thoſe beyond the grave. 
No folly keeps its colour in ber fight ; 
Pale <vorldly wiſdom loſes all her charms ; 
In pompous promiſe, from her ſchemes profound, 
If future fate ſhe plans, tis all in leaves, 
Like Sibyl, unſubſtantial, fleeting bliſs ! 
At the firſt blaſt it vaniſhes in air. 


345 - 


Not fo, cel:flial ; wouldſt thou know, Lorenzo! 350 
4 How 
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How differ worldly wiſdom, and divine ? 
Juſt as the waning, and the waxing moon. 

More empty worldly wiſdom every day; 
And every day more fair her rival ſhines. _ | 
When later, there s leſs time to play the fool. 355 
Soon our whole term for wiſdom is expir'd 
(Thou krow'ſt ſhe calls no council in the grave) : 
And everlaſting fool is writ in fire, 
Or real wiſdom wafts us to the ſkies. + 
As worldly ſchemes reſemble Sibyls* leaves, 360 
The good man's days to Sibyls* books compare, 
(In antient ſtory read, thou know'ſt the tale) 
In price till riſing, as in number leſs, 
Ineſtimable quite his final hour. | 
For That who thrones can offer, offer thrones 365 
Inſolvent worlds the purchaſe cannot pay · 
% Oh let me die his death! all nature cries. 
6 Then live his life.” —All nature faulters there. 
Our great phyſician daily to conſult, 
To commune with the grave, our only cure. 370 

What grave preſcribes the beſt A friend's ; and yet, 
From a friend's grave how ſoon we diſengage ! 
Ev'n to the deareſt, as his marble, cold. 
Why are friends raviſht from us? Tis to bind, 
By ſoft affefion's tyes, on human hearts, 375 
The thought of death, which reaſen, too ſupine, 
Or miſemploy'd, ſo rarely faſtens ther. 
Nor reaſon, nor affection, no, nor both 
Combin'd, can break the witchcrafts of the world. 
Behold, th" inexorable hour at hand | 380 

H 4 Behold, 


Behold, ch inexorable hour forgot ! 
And to forget it, the chief aim of life, 
Though well to ponder it, is life's chief end. 

Is death, that ever threatening, ne'er remote, 
That all-important, and that only ſure, 185 
(Come when he will) an unexpected gueſt ? 
Nay, though invited by the loudeſt calls 
Of blind imprudence, unexpected ſtill ? 
Though numerous meſſengers are ſent before, 
To warn his great arrival, What the cauſe, 390 
The wondrous cauſe, of this myſterious ill? 
All heaven looks down aftoniſh'd at the fight. 

Is it, that life has ſown her joys ſo thick, 
We can't thruſt in a ſingle care between 
Is it, that life has ſuch a ſwarm of cares, 395 
The thought of death can't enter for the throng ? 
Is it, that time ſteals on with downy feet, 
Nor wakes indulgence from her golden dream? 
To-day is ſo like yeflerday, it cheats ; 
We take the lying ſiſter for the ſame. 400 
Life glides away, Lorenzo! like a brook ; 
For ever changing, unperceiv'd the change. 
In the ſame brook none ever bath'd him twice : 
To the fame life none ever twice awoke. 
We call the brook the fame ; the ſame we think 405 
Our life, though ftill more rapid in its flow ; 
Nor mark the much, irrevocably laps'd, 
And mingled with the ſea. Or ſhall we ſay 
(Retaining ſtill the brook to bear us on) 
That life is like a veſſel on the ſtream? 7 "= 
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In life embark'd, we ſmoothly down the tide 
Of time deſcend, but not on time intent; 
Amus'd, unconſcious of the gliding wave; 
Till on a ſudden we perceive a ſhock ; 
We ſtart, awake, look out; what ſee we there? 415 
Our brittle bark is burſt on Charon's ſhore. 
Is this the cauſe death flies all human thought ? 
Or is it judgment, by the will ſtruck blind, 
That domineering miſtreſs of the ſoul! 
Like him fo ſtrong, by Dalilah the fair? 420 
Or is it fear turns ſtartled reaſon back, 
From looking down a precipice ſo ſteep ? 
Tis dreadful; and the dread is wiſely plac'd, 
By nature, conſcious of the make of man. 
A dreadful friend it is, a terror kind, 423 
A flaming ſword to guard the tree of life. 
By that unaw d, in life's moſt ſmiling hour, 
The good man would repine; would ſuffer joys, p 
And burn impatient for his promis'd ſkies. 
The bad, on each punRilious pique of pride, 430 
Or gloom of humour, would give rage the rein; 
Bound o'er the barrier, ruſh into the dark, 
And mar the ſchemes of Providence below. 

What groan was that, Lorenzo ?—PFuries ! riſe; 
And drown in your leſs execrable yell 4335 
Britannia's ſhame. There took her gloomy flight, 

On wing impetuous, a black ſullen ſoul, 

Blaſted from hell, with horrid luſt of death. 

Thy friend, the brave, the gallant Altamont, 

So call'd, fo thought—And then he fled the field. 440 
. Leſs 
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Leſs baſe the fear of death, than fear of life. 

O Britain, infamous for ſuicide ! 

An and in thy manners, far disjoin'd 

From the whole world of rationals behide ! 

In ambient waves plunge thy polluted head, 445 

Waſh the dire ſtain, nor ſhock the continent. 
But thou be ſhock'd, while I dete the cauſe 

Of /ſel/-aſſault, expoſe the monſter's birth, 

And bid abborrexce hits it round the world. 

Blame not thy clune, nov chide the diſtant ſun; 450 

The ſun is innocent, thy clime abſolv'd: 5 

| Immoral climes kind nature never made. 

The cauſe I fing, in Eden might prevail, 

And proves, It is thy folly, not thy fate. 

The ſoul of man (let man in homage bow, 455 

Wo names his /ea/), a native of the ſkies! 

High-born, and free, her freedom ſhould maintain, 

Unſold, unmortgag'd for earth's little bribes. 

Th' illuſtrious ſtranger, in this foreign land, 

Like ftrangers, jealous of her dignity, 460 

Studious of home, and ardent to return, 

Of egrth ſuſpicious, earth's inchanted cup 

Wich cool reſerve light touching, ſhould indulge, 


On inmortality, her godlike taſte, 
There take large draughts; make her chief banquet 
there. 465 
But ſome reject this ſuſtenance divine; 
To beggarly vile appetites deſcend ; 


Aſk alms of earth for gueſts that came from beaver : 
Sink into ſlaves; and ſell, for preſent hire, 


Their 
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Their rich reverſion, and (what ſhares its fate) 479- 
Their native freedom, to the prince who ſways 
This nether world. And when his payments fail, 
When his foul baſket gorges them no more, 

Or their pall'd palates loath the baſket full; 

Are inſtantly, with wild demoniac rage, 475 

For breaking all the chains of Providence, 

And burſting their confinement; though faſt barr'd 

By laws divine and human; guarded ſtrong 

With horrors doubled to defend the paſs, 

The blackeſt, zatwre, or dire guilt can raiſe; 430 

And moated round with fathomleſs defruction, 

Sure to receive, and whelm them in their fall. 
Such, Britons ! is the cauſe, to you unknown, 

Or worie, o'erlook'd ; o'erlook'd by magiſtrates, 

Thus criminals themſelves. I grant the deed 435 

Is madneſs; but the madneſs of the heart. | 

And what is that ? Our utmoſt bound of guilt. 

A ſenſual, unrefleRing liſe, is big 

With monſtrous births, and Suicide, to crown 

The black infernal brood. The bold to break 490 

Heaven's law ſupreme, and deſperately ruſh 

Through ſacred nature's murder, on their own, 

Becauſe they never think of death, they die. 

*Tis equally man's duty, glory, gain, 

At once to ſhun, and meditate, his end. 493 

When by the bed of languiſhment we fit, 

(The ſeat of <vi/dom ! if our choice, not fate) 

Or, o'er our dying friends, in anguiſh hang, 

Wipe the cold dew, or ftay the finking head, 

| Number 
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Number their moments, and, in every cluck, 500 

Start at the voice of an Eternity; 

See the dim lamp of life juſt feebly lift 

An agonizing beam, at us to gaze, 

Then fink again, and quiver into death, 

That moſt pathetic herald of our own ; 505 

How read we ſuch ſad ſcenes? As ſent to man | 

In perfect vengeance? No; in pity ſent, 

To melt him down, like wax, and then.impreſs, 

Indelible, death's image on his heart; 

Bleeding for others, trembling for himſelf. 510 

We bleed, we tremble, we forget, we ſmile. 

The mind turns fool, before the cheek is dry. 

Our quick-returning folly cance!s all; 

As the tide ruſhing raſes what is writ 

In yielding fands, and ſmooths the letter'd ſhore. 515 
Lorenzo! haſt thou ever weigh d a /igh ? 

Or ſtudy d the philoſophy of tears ? 

(A ſcience, yet unlectur d in our ſchuols | 

Haſt thou deſcended deep into the breaſt, 

And ſeen their ſource? If not, deſcend with me, 520 

And trace theſe briny rivulets to their ſprings. h 

Our funeral tears from different cauſes riſe, 

As if from ſeparate ciſterns in the foul, 

Of <arious kinds, they flow. From tender hearts, 

By ſoft contagion call'd, ſeme burſt at once, 523 

And ſtream obſequious to the leading eye. | 

| Some aſk more time, by curious art diſtill'd. 

Some hearts, in ſecret hard, unapt to melt, 

Struck by the magic of the public eye, 
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Like Moſes' ſmitten rock, guſh out amain. 539 
| Some weep to ſhare the fate of the deceas d, 
So high in merit, and to them ſo dear. 
They dwell on praiſes, which they think they ſhare; 
And thus, without a bluſh, commend themſelves. 
Some mourn, in proof, that ſomething they could 
love : 535 

They weep not to relieve their grief, but few. 
Some weep in perfect juſtice to the dead, 
As conſcious all their love is in arrear. 

Same miſchievouſly weep, not unappriz'd, 
Tears, ſometimes, aid the conqueſt of an eye. 840 
With what addreſs the ſoft Epheſians draw 
Their ſable net-work oer entangled hearts! 
As ſeen through cryſtal, how their roſes glow, 
While [ quid pearl runs trickling down their cheek ? 
Of her's not prouder Egypt's wanton queen, $45 
Carouſing gems, herſelf diffoly'd in love. 
Some wcep at death, abſtracted from the dead, 
And celebrate, like Charles, their own deceaſe. 
By kind conſtruction ſome are deem d to weep, 
Becauſe a decent veil conceals their joy. 350 

Some weep in earneſt, and yet weep in vain; 
As deep in indiſcretion, as in woe. | 
Paſſion, blind paſſion! impotently pours 
Tears, that deſerve more tears; while reaſem ſleeps; 
Or gazes like an idiot, unconcern d; 55$ 
Nor comprehends the meaning of the ftorm ; 
Knows not it ſpeaks to her, and her alone. 
Irrational: all ſorrow are beneath, 
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© That noble gift! that privilege of man! 
From forrow's pang, the birth of endleſs joy. 560 
But theſe are barren of that birth divine: 
They weep impetuous, as the ſummer ſtorm, 
And full as ſhort! The cruel grief ſoon tam d, 
They make a paſtime of the ſtingleſs tale; 
Far as the deep reſounding knell, they ſpread 56g 
The dreadful news, and hardly feel it more. 
No grain of wwi/dom pays them for their ber. 
Half-round the globe, the tears pump'd up by death 
Are ſpent in watering vanities of life; 
In making folly flouriſh ſtill more fair. | 370 
When the ſick ſoul, her wonted ſtay withdrawn, 
Reclines on earth, and forrows in the duſt ; 
Inſtead of learning, there, her true ſupport, 

Though there thrown down her true ſupport to learn. 
Without heaven's aid, impatient to be bleſt, 373 
She crawls to the next ſhrub, or bramble vile, 4 

Though from the ſtately cedar's arms ſhe fell; 
With ſtale, forſworn embraces, clings anew, 
The ſtranger weds, and bloſſoms, as before, 
In all the fruitleſs fopperies of life: 380 
Preſents her <veed, well fancy'd, at the ball, 
And raffles for the death's head on the ring. 
So wept Aurelia, till the deftin'd youth 
; Stept in, with his receipt for making ſmiles, $5 
And blanching fables into bridal bloom. 385 
Go ON ITT NY? ns 2 
gave that angel boy, on whom he doats; 
And dy'd to give him, orphan'd in his birth! 
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Not ſuch, Narciſſa, my diſtreſs for Thee. 
Ill make an altar of thy facred tomb, ' $90 
To ſacrifice to wiſdom. What waſt Thou? | 
« Young, gay, and fortunate!” Each yields a theme. 
I'll dwell on each, to ſhun thought more ſevere; 
(Heaven knows I labour with ſeverer ſtill l) 
In dwell on each, and quite-exhauſt thy death. 595 
A ſoul without reflection, like a pile N 
Without inhabitant, to ruin runs. 
And, firſt, thy youth. What ſays it to grey hairs! 
Narciſſa, Im become thy pupil now— 
Early, bright, tranſient, chaſte, as morning dew, 600 
She ſparkled, was exhal'd, and went to heaven. 
Time on this head has ſnow'd; yet ſtill tis borne 
' Aloft; nor thinks but on another's grave. 
Cover'd with ſhame I ſpeak it, age ſevere 
Old worn-out vice ſets down for virtue fair; 5605 
With graceleſs gravity, chaſtiſing youth, 
That youth chaſtis'd ſurpaſſing in a fault, 
Father of all, forgetfulneſs of death: 
As if, like objects preſſing on the ſight, | 
| Death had advanc'd too near us to be ſeen; 64 
Or, that life's loan time ripen'd into right; 
And men might plead preſcription from the gravez 
Deathleſs, from repetition of reprieve. 
| Deathleſs? far from it ! ſuch are dead already; 
Their hearts are bury'd, and the world their grave, 615 
Tell me, ſome god | my guardian angel ! tell, 
What thus infatuates ? what inchantment plants 
The phantom of an age 'twixt us and death 
Already 
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Already at the door? He knocks, we hear, 
And yet we will not hear. What mail defends 620 
Our untouch'd hearts ? What miracle turns off 
The pointed thought, which from a thouſand quivers 
Is daily darted, and is daily ſhunn'd ? 

We ftand, as in a battle, throngs on throngs 

Around us falling; wounded oft ourſelves ; 625 
Though bleeding with our wounds, immortal ftill! 
We ſee time's furrows on another's brow, 

And death intrench'd, preparing his aſſault; 

How few themſelves in that juſt mirror ſee! 

Or, ſeeing, draw their inference as ſtrong ! 630 
Were death is certain; doubtful here: be mu, 

And ſoon ; we may, within an age, expire. 
Though grey our heads, our thoughts and aims are green; 
Like damag'd clocks, whoſe hand and bell diſſent; ' 
Folly fings Six, while Nature points at Twelve. 633 
Abſurd longevity ! More, more, it cries : 
More life, more wealth, more traſh of every kind. 
And wherefore mad for more, when reliſh fails? 
Object, and appetite, mult club for joy; 

Shall /olly labour hard to mend the bow, 640 
Baubles, I mean, that ſtrike us from without, | 
While nature is relaxing every ftring ? 

Aſk thought for joy ; grow rich, and hoard within. 
Think you the ſoul, when this life's rattles ceaſe, 

Has nothing of more manly to ſucceed ? 645 
Contract the taſte immortal; learn ev'n now 
To reliſh what alone ſubſiſts hereafter. 

Diwvine, or none, henceforth your joys for ever. 


of 
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Of age the glory is, to wiſh to die. 

That wiſh is praiſe, and promiſe ; it applauds 

What weakneſs ſee not children in their fires ? 

Grand- climacterical abſurdities 

Grey-hair'd authority, to faults of youth, 

How ſhocking: It makes folly thrice a fool; 655 

Peace and efteem is all that age can hope. 

Nothing but wwiſc am gives the firf; the Ig, 

Nothing, but the repute of being wiſe. | * 

Folly bars both; our age is quite undone. 660 
What folly can be ranker? Like our ſhadows, 

Our wiſhes lengthen, as our ſun declines. 

No wiſh ſhauld loiter, her, this fide the grave. 

Our hearts ſhould leave the world, before the knell 

Calls for our carcaſes to mend the ſoil. 663 

Enough to live in tempeſt, die in port; 

_ Age ſhould fly concourſe, cover in retreat 

Defects of judgment; and the will ſubdueg 

Walk thoughtful on the filent, ſolemn ſhore 

Of that vaſt ocean it muſt ſail ſo ſoon ; 670 

And put good-works on board; and wait the wind 

That ſhortly blows us into worlds unknown; 

If uncomſider d too, à dreadful ſcene! 

All ſhould be prophets to themſelves; foreſee 

Their future fate; their future fate foretaſte ; 67g 

This art would waſte the bitterneſs of death. N 

The thought of death alone, the fear deſtroys, 

FD” N ata” cat . 
Vor. U. 
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Is more than midzight darkneſs on the ſoul, . + 5 
Which ſleeps beneath it, on a precipice, 630 
Puff d off by the firſt blaſt, and loſt for ever. 

Dolt aſk, Lorenzo, why fo warmly preſt, 
By repetition hammer'd on thine ear, ' 
7% ͤ thats beahemckin, 
The grand machine! that heaves us from the duſt, 685 
And rears us into men. That thought, ply'd home, 
Will ſoon reduce the ghaſtly precipice | 
O'er-hangipg hell, will ſoften the deſcent, - 
And gently. ſlope our paſſage to the graves 
How warmly to be wiſh'd 1 What heart of fleſh 699 
Would trifle with tremendous ? dare extremes? 
Van o'er the fate of infinite? What hand, 
Beyond the blackeſt brand of cenſure bold, 
(To ſpeak a language foo wvell known to Thee) 
Would at a moment give its A to chance, 695 
And amp the die for an eternity? . | 
With Ay, and cre her Kis cut hay 
My chread of life, to break this tougher thread 
Of moral death, that ties me to the world. 700 
Sting thou my ſlumbering'reaſox to ſend forth 
A thought of obſervation on the fo; N 
To fally; and ſurvey the rapid march . 
Of bis ten thouſand meſſengers to man; . 
Who, Jehu- like, nner. | 
All accident apart, by nature ſign d, * 1 F 
My warrant is gone out, chough dormant yet; | 
Perhaps behind one moment lurks my fate. 
ol L 9 Muſt 
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Muſt I then forward only look for death? 
Backward I turn mine eye, and find him there. 
Man is a ſelf - ſurvivor every year. | 
Man, like a ſtream, is in perpetual flow. 
Death *'s a deſtroyer of quotidian prey. | a 
My youth, my xoon-tide, His ; my yeflerday;  _. 

he bold invader ſhares the preſent hour. 71g 
h moment on the former ſhuts the grave. 1 
While man is growing, life is in decreaſe ; 
And cradles rock us nearer to the tomb. 

Our birth is nothing but our death begun; | 
As.tapers waſte, that inſtant they take fire, 720 
Shall we then fear, left that thould come to paſs, 

D 

If fear we muſt, let that death turn us pale, 
Which murders ffrength and ardour ; RON 
Ye partners of my fault, and my decline | 
Thoughtleſs of death, but when your neighbour” » knell 
(Rude viſitant I) knocks hard at your dull ſenſe, . -. 
And with its thunder ſcarce obtains your ear! 
Be death your theme, in every place and hour; 730 
Nor longer want, ye monumental Sires! | | 
A brother tomb to tell you ye ſhall die. 

That death you dread (ſo great is nature's (kill !) 
Know, you ſhall court before you ſhall enjoy. 

But you are learn'd ; in volumes, deep you fitz 1 
in wiſdom, ſhallow ; pompous ignorance! a 
Would you be ſtill more learned than the learn'd ? 
nn 
I 12 
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And what that hrowvledre, which impairs your /erſe. 
Our needful knowledge, like our needful food, 740 
; JUnhedg'd, lies open in life's common field; 
And bids all welcome to the vital feaſt. 
You ſcorn what lies before you in the page 
Of nature, and experience, moral truth 
Of indiſpenſable, eternal fruit; 743 
Fruit, on which mortals feeding, ev have * 
And dive in ſcience for diftinguiſh'd names, 
Diſhoneſt fomentation of your pride | 
Sinking in virtue, as you riſe in fame. 

Your learning, like the unn beatn, afforfs 750 

Light, but not heat; it leaves you undevout, 
| Frozen at heart, while ſpeculation ſhines. 

Awake, ye curious indagators ! fond 

Of knowing all, but what avails you known. 

H yon would learn death's charaFey, attend. 5735 
All caſts of conduct, all degrees of health, 
All dies of fortune, and all dates of age, 
Together ſhook in his impartial urn, 

Come forth at random: or, if choice is made, ; 
The choire is quite /arcaffic, and inſults 760 
All bold conjecture, and-fond hopes of man. ; 
What countleſs multitudes not only leave, 
Zut deeply diſappoint us, by their deaths ! 
Though great our ſorrow, greater our furprize. | 

Like other tyrants, death delights to ſmite, 5765 
What, ſmitten, moſt proclaims the pride of power, : 
And arbitrary nod. His joy ſupreme, 
To bid the-vretch ſurvive the fortunate; 
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The feeble wrap th athletic in his ſhroud ; | 4 
And weeping fathers build their childrens ons 770 
Me Thine, Narciſſa What though ſhort thy date 
 Firtue, not rolling ſuns, the mind matures. 
That life is long, which anſwers life's great end, 

The time that bears no fruit, deſerves no name; | 
The man of wiſdom is the man of years. 775 
In hoary youth Methuſalems may die; N 
O how miſdated on their flattering tombs ! 

Narciſſa's youth has lectur d me thus far. 
And can her gaiety give counſel too ? well 
That, like the Jews em oracle of gems, 780 
Sparkles inſtruction; ſuch as throws new light, 
And opens more the character of death ; | 
Ill known to thee, Lorenzo | This thy vaunt: 

« Give death his due, the wretched, and the old; 

« Ev'n let him ſweep his rubbiſh to the grave ; 785 
« Let him not violate kihd nature's laws, 

„gut own man born to live as well as die. 
Wretched and old thou giv' him; young and gay 

He takes ; and plunder is a tyrant's joy. | | 
What if I prove, « That fartheſt from the fear, 790 
Are often neareſt to the froke of Fate ?” © 

All, more than common, menaces an end, x: 
A blaze betokens breyity of life ;. 

As if bright embers ſhould emit a flame,  _ 
Glad ſpirits ſparkled from Narciſſa's eye, 795 
And made youth younger, and taught life to live. 
As nature's oppoſites wage endleſs war, * 
. ad ui 
A > NY Inviolable 
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Inviolable ſtupor of his reign, _ e e © 
Where luft, and turbulent ambition, ſleep, | 
Death took ſwift vengeance. As he life "OT 0 
More life is till more odious ; and, n+ n 
By conqueſt, aggrandizes more his power. * 
But wherefore aggrandit d? By heaven's decree, * 


To plant the foul on her eternal guard, 
In aweful expectation of our end. 
Thus runs death's dread commiiſion: ** Strike, bat 
<<" As moſt alarms the living by the dead.” 
Hence fratagen delights him, and furprize, _ 
And cruel ſport with man's ſecurities. 819 
Not fimple conqueſt, triumph is his aim; pA 4 
And, where leaſt fear'd, there conqueſt triumphs moſt. 
This proves my bold aflertion not too bold. 
What are bis arts to lay our fears aſleep? | 
"Tiberiar' arts his purpoſes wrap up 
In deep diſſimulationꝰs darkeſt night. 
Like princes unconſeſt in foreign courts, | | 3 
The name and look of /ife, and dwells among us. * 
He takes all ſhapes that ſerve his black deſigns : | 829 
Though maſter of a wider empire far my 
Than that, o'er which the Roman eagle flew. = W 
Like Nero, he 's a fidler, charioteer, f 1 
Or drives his phazton, in female guiſe _ 3 
Quite unſuſpected, till, the wheel beneath, 
| His Mey d oblation he devours. 
: He mot fs the forms Ke ke ima, 
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Is his familiar wear, and ſleek diſguiſe. 
Behind the roſy bloom be loves to lurk, 330 
Or ambuſh in a ſmile; or wanton dire 
In dimples deep ; love's eddies; which draw in 
Such, on Narcifia's couch he loiter d long 
Unknown; and, when detected, ſtill was ſeen 333 
To ſmile; ſuch peace has innocence in death'!- 
Moſt happy they ! whom leaſt his arts deceive. .- 
One eye on death, and one full fix d on heaven, 


Becomes a mortal, and immortal man. | 2 

Long on his, wiles a piqu d and jealous ſpy, 

I've ſeen, ee dead Sion — S. N 

Lay by his horrors, and put on his ſmiles. wk 

Say, Muſe, for thou remember ſt, call it back, - 

And ſhew Lorenzo the ſurpriſing ſcene z Fi 1 N 

If *twas a dream, his genius can explain. ee 
Twas in a circle of the gay I ſtood. add 1 1 

Death would have enter d; Nature put'dhim bet. 0 

Supported by a doctor of renown, ' © 2 1 


His point he gain d. Then artfully difmif + 
The age: for death devgn'd tobe conceal. 85» 
His meagre aſpeR, ads dane ess nk 
In gratitude for plumpmg up his prey, n dn 
A pamper'd fpendthrift; whoſe fantaſtic air, 

Well-faſhion'd figure, and cockaded brow, 333 
He took in change, and underneath the pride el 
Of coſtly linen, tuck'd his filthy hroude. 
His crooked bow he ſtraiten d to a cane 
r 7" "oY + And 
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And hid his deadly feifig-in er. each £46 2.1 
+ The dreadful maſquerader, thus equipt, 860 
Out-allics on adrettums; Aſk you where 2 
Where Srlpaced For his peculiar haunts, 
„ ² a foodies aint the world; 
When pleaſure treads the paths, — — 06; 
When, againſt reaſon, riot ſhuts the door, 
And gazety ſupplies the place of ſenſe, 
Then, foremoſt at the banquet and the ball, 
Death leads the dance, or ſtamps the deadly die ; 
Inly he laughs, — Hr, 
When fear is banidh > and triumphant thought, | 
Calling for all the joys beneath the moon, = 
An e the keys ad hide bim fap-. - | 
Wich their progenitors He drops his maſk z 
Frowns out at full; they ſtart, deſpair, expire. 
And 1s not 1 e ger 45] 
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And more than fimple canqueſt, in the fiend ? 

And now, Lorenzo, 1 ö 
In ſoft ſecurity, becauſe unknown dg 
Which moment is commiſſion'd to deſtroy? ??: 
In death's uncertainty thy danger lies. 

NA & £4 Fixt 
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Fixt as a centinel, all eye, all ear, | Meals heck 
Rouſe, — wer lrantaiatits fans 4 # 
Leſt lumber ſteal one moment o'er thy ſoul, br q 150 
And fate ſurprize thee nodding. Watch, Wee 
Thus give each day the merit, and-renown, - 2 


Of dying well; though doom'd but once . 395 
Nor let life's period hidden (as from moſt) ; 
Hide too from Thee the precious uſe of life. * 
Early, not ſudden, was Narciſſa's fate. 

Soon, not ſurpriſing, death his viſit paid. 2 1 
—— — — gow 


Nor gatety forgot it was to die: 

Though fortune too (our third and final theme), 

As an accomplice, play d her gaudy plumes, 

And every glittering gewgaw, on her ſight, | 

To dazzle, and debauch it from-its mark. 90 f 
Death's dreadful advent is the mark of man; 
Fortune, with youth and gaiety, conſpir © © 
To weave a triple wreath af happineſs 2 


(If, happineſe on earth) to crown her brow. gw 
And could death charge through ſuch a ſhining ſhield? 
That ſhining ſhield invites the tyrant's ſpear, 
As if to damp our elevated aims, Ü on 
And ſtrongly preach humility to man. a ber 
O how portentous is proſperity | 9s 
How, comet - like, it threatens, ah ings. k 
Few years but yield us proof of death's ambition, 
To cull his victims from the faireſt fold, _ 
1 And 
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And ſheath his ſhafts in all the pride of life. 
When flooded with abundance, purpled o'r 920 
With recent honours, bloom d with every bliſs, 
Set up in oſtentation made the ga, ö 
$natcht from the covert of an humble ſtate, 23 
Our morning's eavy4 and our evening's aghl. + 
The flowery wreath+to mark the ſacrifice, 1 =» 
High fortune ſeems in cruel league with fate. — 
Aſk you for what? To give his war on man 

The deeper dread, and more illuſtrious ſpoil; = 

Thus to keep daring mortals more in aW. my 
burns Lorenzo ſtill fur the ſublime — ak 
Of life ? To hang his airy neſt on-highs (2 
Rockt at each breeze; and menacing a fall!)? 
| Granting grim deutb at equal — 2 
Yer peace begins juſt where ambition ends. Whey 
What makes rams nne 1 5 
— — 05 

And calls herſelf Cuntemt, a homely name! 
Our flame is tranſport, and content our ſcorn. 945 
Ambition turns, and ſhuts the door ngainſt her, 
And weds a toil, a tempeſt, in her ſtead; TY 
A tempeſt to warm tranſport near of kin,” © ©» 
ba Unknowing 
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Unknowing what our mortal ſtate admits, {RM 
Life's' modeſt joys we ruin, while we raiſe ; wn 
And all our ceſtafies are wounds to peace; © 
Peace, the full portion of mankind below, 
And ſince thy peace is dear, ambitions youth! 
Of fortune fond?" as thoughtleſs of thy fate?! 
As late I drew deaths picture, to fir up '' 633 
Thy wholſome fears; now, drawn in Lane ſee 
Gay fortune's, thy vain hopes to reprimand. © 


See, high in air, the ſportive goddeſs hangs, © 
Unlocks her caſket, ſpreads her glittering ware, 
And calls the giddy winds to puff abroad 96⁰ 


Her random bounties o'er the gaping throng. 
All ruſh rapacious ; friends o'er trodden friends; 
Sons o'er their fathers,” ſubjects o'er their kings, ' 
Prieſts o'er their gods, and lovers o'er the fair, : 
(Still more ador'd) to ſnatch the golden ſhower. 963 
Gold glitters moſt,” where virtue ſhines no more; 
As ſtars from abſent ſuns have leave to ine. 4 
O what a precious pack of votaries _ 
Unkennel'd from the priſons, and the ſtews, | 
Pour in, all opening in their idol's praiſe; 970 
All, ardent, eye each wafture af her hand, ns 
And, wide-expanding their voracious jaws, 
Morſel on morſel ſwallow down unchew'd, 
Untaſted, through mad appetite for more ; 
rg'd to the throat, yet lean and ravenous fill. 975 
Sagaciqus All, to trace the ſmalleſt game, 
And bold to ſeize the greateſt, If (bleſt chance!) 


(Coprt- -zephyrs Treetly breathe, they launch, they 4 
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Oer juſt, o'er ſacred, all-forbidden ground 

Drpak with the burning ſcent of place or power, 980 
or, if for men you take them, as I mark 1 

Their manners, 2. | 


Some denting, e the 
Through fury to.poſleſs it : Some ſucceed, 
But ſtumble, and let fall the taken prize. 

From ſome, by ſudden blaſts, tis whir!'d away, 

And lodg' d in boſoms that ne er dreamt of gain, 
To. ſeme it Ricks ſo cloſe, that, when torn off, 150 
Torn is the man, and mortal is the wound. | 
Some, 0'er-enamour'd of their bags, run mad, 

Groan under gold, yet weep for want of bread. 
Together ſame (unhappy rivals I) ſeize, 0 
And rend abundance into poverty; 995 
Loud croaks the raven of the law, and ſmiles : - 
Smiles too the goddeſs; but ſmiles moſt at thoſe, | 


(Juſt victims of exorbitant deſire ) 5 
r 4 
her load of laviſh grants, expire. d 


Fortune is famous for her numbers ſlain, : 
The number ſmall, which happineſs can bear. 

Though warzus for a while their fates ; at laſt 
One curſe involves them all: at death's ax | 
All read their riches backward into le, 2095 
And mourn, in juſt proportion to their ſtore. 


* 


And death's approach (if orthodox my ſong) 
nen | 
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And art thou ſtill a glutton of bright gold? 
And art thou till rapacious of thy ruin? 2076 
Death loves à ſhining mark, a ſignal blow ; 5 
A blow, which, while it executes, alarms; 
And ſtartles thouſands with a ſingle fall. 
As when ſome ſtately growth of oak, or pine, 
Which nods aloft, and proudly ſpreads her ſhade, 101g 
The fun's defiance, and the flock's defence; 
By the ſtrong ſtrokes of labouring hinds ſubdued, 
Loud groans her laſt, and, ruſhing from her height, 
In cumbrous ruin, thunders to the ground: in 
The conſcious foreſt trembles at the ſhock, 1020 
And hill, and ſtream, and diſtant dale, refound. 
Theſe high-aim'd darts of death, and theſe alone, 
Should I collect, my quiver would be full. 
A quiver, which, ſuſpended in mid air, 
er hentvith e in the zodiack, hung, 1025 
(So could it be) Ho draw the public eye, 
The gaze and contemplation of mankind ! 
A conſtellation awful, yet benign, 
— RIG Uo gilt waver 5 
Nor ſuffer them to ſtrike the common rock, 1030 
« From greater danger to grow more ſecure, F 
„ And, wrapt in happineſe, forget their fate. 
Lyſander, happy paſt the common Jot, 
Was warn'd of danger, but too gay to fear. a 
He woo'd the fair Aſpaſia : ſhe was kind: roxy 
In youth, form, fortune, fame, they both were bleſt : ; 
All who knew, een | 
Can fancy form more finitht happineſs * 
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Fixt was the nuptial hour, Her ſtately dome 

Roſe on the ſounding beach. The glittering ſpires 1040. 

Float in the wave, and break againſt the ſhore : 

So break thoſe-glittering ſhadows, human joys. 

The faithleſs morning ſmil'd : he takes his leave, 

To re-embrace, in ecſtaſies, at eve. 

The riſing ſtorm forbids. The news arrives: 1045 

Untold, ſhe ſaw it in her ſervant's eye. * 

She felt it ſeen (her heart was apt to feel); 

And, drown'd, without the furious occan's aid, 

In ſuffocating ſorrows, ſhares his tomb. | 

Now, round the ſumptuous, bridal monument, on 

The guilty billows innocently roar ; 

And the rough failor paſſing, drops a tear. 

A tear? Can tears ſuffice But not for m. 

How vain our efforts! and our arts how vain! * 

The diffant train of thought I took to ſhun, 10565 

Has thrown me on my fate—Theſe died together ; 

Happy in ruin! andivorc'd by death | 

Or ne'er to meet, or ne er to part, is peace 

Narciſſa 1 Pity bleeds at thought of thee. 3 

Yet thou walt only zear me; not any/elf. 1060 

r 1 

Narciſſa lives; Philander is forgot. 5 

O the ſoft commerce | O the tender tyes, f 

Cloſe-twiſted with the fibres of the heart! | 
e, broken, break them; and drain of the fol 1065 
human joy; and make it pain to live 
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And is it then to live? When ſuch friends mort, | T1 


"Tis the ſurvivar dies— My heart, no more. 
* NIGHT 
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Where, among other Things, GLory and Rue. 
are wan conſidered. 0 
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P R E F A 0 E. 
E W ages have been deeper in diſpute about reli- 
gion than this, The diſpute about religion, and 
the practice of it, ſeldom, go together. The ſhorter, 
therefare, the diſpute the better. I think it may be 
reduced to this fingle queſtion, 1s man immortal, or is 
He not ? If he is not, all our diſputes are mere amuſe- 
ments, or trials of ſkill. In this caſe, truth, reaſon, 
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 folemnity, are (as will be ſhewn) mere empty ſound, 
without any meaning in them. But if man is im- 
mortal, it will behove him to be very ſerious about 
eternal conſequences; or, in other worde, to be truly 
religious. And this great fundamental truth, uneſta- 
bliſhed, or unawakened in the minds of men, is, I 
-conceive, the real ſource and ſupport of all our infi- 
delity; . 99 
-vanced may ſeem to be from it. . 

- Senfible appearances affect moſt men much more than 
..abftrae reaſonings; and we daily ſee bodies drop around 
. nation has over the judgment, is greater than can be 
- well conceived by thoſe that have not had an experience 
of it; and of what numbers is it the ſad intereſt that 
ſouls ſhould not furvive! The heathen world confeſſed, 
that they rather hoped, than firmly believed immor- 
tality! And how many heathens have we ſtill amongſt 
us ! The ſacred. page aſſures us, that life and immor- 
tality is brought to light by the Goſpel: but by bow 
many is the Goſpel rejected, or overlooked! From 
-theſe conſiderations, and from my being, accidentally, 
-privy to the ſentiments of ſome particular perſons, I 
have been long perſuaded that moſt, if not all, our in- 
fidels (whatever name they take, and whatever ſcheme, 
for argument's ſake, and to keep themſelves in coun- 
tenance, they patronize) are fupported in their deplo- 
_ -rable error, by ſome doubt of their immortality, at the 
bottom. And I am ſatisfied, that men once thoroughly 
convinced of their inmortality, are not far from being 
1 * 8 ; Chriſtians 
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Chriſtians. For it is hard to conceive, that a man 
Fully conſcious eternal pain or happineſs will certainly 
be Kis lot, ſhould not earneſtly, and impartially, eu- 
quire after the fureſt means of eſcaping one, and ſe- 
curing the other. And of ſuch an earneſt and impar- 
tial inquiry, I well know the conſequence. 
Here, therefore, in proof of this moſt fundamental 
truth, ſome plain arguments are offered; arguments 
derived from principles which Infidels admit in common 
with Believers; arguments, which appear to me alto- 
gether irreſiſtible; and fuck as, Tam fatisfied, will have 
great weight with all, who give themſelves the fmall 
trouble of looking ſeriouſly into their own boſoma, and 
of obſerving, with any tolerable degree of attention, 
what daily paſſes round about them in the world. If 
ſome arguments ſhall, here, occur, which others have 
&eclined, they are fubmitted, with all deference, to 
better judgments in this, of all points the mg im- 


portant. For, as to the Being of = God, that is no 
longer difputed ; but it is undiſputed for this reaſon only; 


Viz. becauſe, where the leaſt pretence to reaſon is ad- 
mitted; it muſt for ever be indifputable. And of con- 
ſequence no man can be betrayed into a diſpute of that 
nature by wanity; which has a principal ſhare in ani- 
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In his pale progreſs 
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noir A +26: - N 1 7 1 jv VI. 


Marusd Jrow T1 ar ality: 
"HE (for I ee with 
Not early, like Narciſſa, left the ſcene; _ S 

Non ſudden, like Philander. What avail? , 73 


This ſeeming mitigation but inſlames ; 1 ah 1811 
This fancy'd medicine beightens the diſeaſe-. 5 
The longer known, the cloſer ſtill ſhe grew; * 
And gradual parting is a gradyal death, mon Lavi th 
"Tis the grim tyrant's engine, which extorts, _ * 
By tardy preſſure s fill encpeaſing weight, 
From hardeſt hearts, confeſſion. of dire. 0 
O dhe long, dark approach through years of Pein, 
Death's gallery |. (might I dare to call it , ) JO . 


| With diſmal doubt, and fable terror, bung: Ur un 
Sick hope's pale lamp its only glimmering ray: N 


There, fate my melancholy walk ordain d. 2s 
Ferbid flv ue itfelf to Hater, there.. 


: How oft gaz'd, prophetically fad Fe 16 % AED 
Hon oft L ſaw her dead while yet in ſmiles 1 


In files the funk her grief, to leſſen mine... 
She ſpoke me comfort, and.increas'd my pain. 11 
Like powerful armies trenching at a ton, danse! 
By flows and ſilent, but reſiſtleſs ſap, ws * v 
gently gaining ground, , unter ver 
Death urg'd his deadly ſiege 5 1 in ſpite of art, 
Of all the balmy bleſſings nature lends 78 
Te ſuccour frail humanity. Ye ftars! F719 
(Not now., made familiar to my fight) | 


® Referring to Night V. M 40 
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And thou, O moon ! bear witneſs; 3 
He tore the pillow from beneath my head, a 
Ty d down by ſore attention to the hock, 30 
By ceaſeleſs depredations on a life , 3 

Dons had tha hn bole a. Dreadful poſt 
Of obſervation} darker every hour! - 
Leſs dread the day tat drove ane tp the brink, 0 


pointed at eternity below] : 338 
go” my ſoul ſhudder'd at futurity ; OS ND 1 
When, on a moment's point, th important dye 7 
Of life, and death ſpun doubtful, ere it fell, : 


And turn'd up life; my title to more woe, . _ 
But why more woe? More comfort let it be. Cl 
Nothing is dead, but that which-wiſh'd to die, 
Nothing is dead, but wretchedneſs and pain; 
Nothing is dead, but what incumber'd, gall'd, . oe A 
3 the paſs, and barr d from real Life. 
dwells that wiſh moſt ardent of the wiſe? as 
oo dark the ſun to ſee it ; higheſt ſtars 
Too low to reach it; death,, great death alone, A 
O'er ſtars and ſun, triumphant, lands us there. 
Nor dreadful our tranſition ; en * 
E — Þ 
ich in expedients fox inquietu dle 
Is prone to paint it dreadful. Who can take A 
Death portrait true? The tyrant never ſat. 8 21 
Our ſketch all random ſtrokes, conjecture Ms, i ** 
Cloſe ſhuts the grave, nor tells one ſingle tale. 5 gy 
Death, and his image riſing in the brain, a hs 
W Nenn 7 


"Phat" 
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O that my ſong could emulate my foul! © 
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Fear fhakes the pencil; Fancy loves exceſs; 

Dark Ignorance is laviſh of her ſhades : 0 

And theſe the formidable picture drs. 60 
But grant the worſt; tis paſt; P £ 

And drop a veil eternal o'er her tomb. E 

Far other views our contemplation claim, : 


Views tliat o'erpay the rigours of our life; 
Views that ſuſpend our agonies in death, © 9 
Wrapt in the thought of er 
Wrapt in the fingle, the triumphant thought? 
1 5 
And find the foul unſated with her theme. 
Its nature, proof, importance, fire my fong. 70 


of” 


Like her, immortal. No%—the foul diſdains 3 
A mirk ſo mean; far nobler hope inflames ; . 
If endleſs ages can outweigh an hour, n 
Let not the laurel, but the palm, inſpire. 
And yet who knows it not? It is but life © 
In tronger thread of brighter colour pn, 
And fpun for ever; dipt by cruel fate 
In Stygian dye, how Hack, how brittle here ! 4 
How ſhort our correſpondence with the ſun n 
And while it laſts, inglorious! Our beſt deeds, 
How wanting in their weight! Our higheſt joys __ 


Small cordials to ſupport us in our pain, Fw 
And give-us ſtrength to ſuffer.” But how great | 5 
To mingle intereſts, converſe, umities, 0 


With all the ſos of reaſtn, ſeatter'd ik. 
* 8 | 


Through 
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Howe er endow'd ! To live free citizens 3 
Of univerſal nature! To lay hold Koa bo: 0 
By more than feeble faith on. the Supreme ! - 

To call heaven's rich unfathomable mines 
(Mines, which ſupport archangels in their ſtate) | 

Our own! To riſe in ſcience, as in bliſs, 
Initiate in the ſecrets of the fkies! "8 95 
To read creation ;, read its mighty plan 
In the bare boſom of the Deity ! 
The plan, and execution, to collate!  - [ 
To ſee, before each glance of piercing thought, 
All cloud, all ſhadow, blown remote; and leave 100 
No myſtery—but that of Love Divine 
Which lifts us on the ſeraph's — 

From earth's aceldama, this field of blood, ac 
Of inward anguiſh, and of outward ill, j 1 ry 
From darkneſs, and from duſt, n 105 
Love's element | true joy's illuſtrious home? 
From garde od conteſt (ow deplar'd) many Fit - , 


What exquikte viciſſitude of fate ! 3 16 AY 
Bleſt abſolution of our blackeft hour! | 4# 
| Lorenzo, theſe are thoughts that make man Many 210 
The wiſe illumine, aggrandize the great. 4 


How great (while yet we tread the gtd del. 

And every moment fear to ink beneath - ho 
The clod ve tread ; ſoon trodden by our ſons). 4 
N hong us 
To ſtop, and pauſe, .involy'd in high prefage, . 
Through the long viſto of a thouſand years, 


9 4 
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I 


As in a magnifying mirror ſeen, | web! 
Ne e eee een 


To e e e thought ue! 
To talk, with fellow-candidatgs, of ; joys 5 
As far beyond conception us deſertt. 
Ourſelves th aftoniſh'd talkers, and the tale? 123 
© Lorenzo, ſwells thy boſom at the thought? _ 
The fwell becomes thee : — — 1 22 bl 
His anti LOG lo — FRI IM 
Can vutider-rate his merit. Take good heed, 130 
Nor there be modeſt, aher thou ſhould be proud; | 
That almeſt univerſal error ſhun. 
How juff our pride, when we behold thoſe heights! 
Reaſen points out, and ardent virtue gains; wy, 173. 
And angels emulate g our pride how juſt ? 
n 
This cell of the creation ? This falt neſt, 
Wrapt up in fleecy cloud, and fne-ſpun air? 140 
Fine-ſpun to ſenſe; but groſs and feculent | nei 
Ambroſial gales, and drink a purer ſky ; A 
Greatly triumphant on Time's farther ſhore, * || 
r * 
5 hy 


* 
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Ve born of earth —— exathn; ©. 1 bien 
With half the dignity, with half the gain, 
The guſt, the glow of rational delight, 10 
As on this theme, ra er KJ 
Man's fates and favours are a theme in heaven. 

What wretched repetition-cloys us here? 
What periodic-potions for the fick } + + + 
Diſtemper'd- bodies |- and diſtemper'd minds! 155 
In an Eternity, what ſcenes ſhall-ftriket 1 1 2 
Adventures thicken ] novelties ſurprize ! + - 
What webs of wonder ſhall unravel; there! © 
What full day pour on all the paths of heaven, 
And light ch Almighty's footiteps/in the deep! 160 
How ſhall the bleſſed day of our diſcharge 
_ Unwind; at once, the LP Mah a 

If inextinguifhible ird in wen | is bl |, f20d Of 
To know; how rich; how full, a Ae 100 
There, not the moral world alone un fold 
The world material, lately ſeen in ſnade s 
And, in thoſe ſhades, by fragments only ſeen, 
And ſeen thoſe fragments by the labouring eye, 
Unbroken, then, illuſtrious and intire, vo. 
Its ample ſphere, its unĩverſal frame,, 
In full dimenſions, ſwells to the ſurey j 
And enters, at one glance, the raviſht ſight. 
From ſome ſuperior point (Where, who can tell? 
Fuffice it, tis a point here gods reſide ): 130 
How ſhall the ſtranger man's illumin'd eye, 1 


141 
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In the vaſt ocean of unbounded ſpace, - 99A 20; yo 4 
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Thoſe twinkling multitudes of little life, 
He fwallows unperceiv'd ? e Theſe | on 


Tis to that glory, whence all glory flows, 
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_ Behold an infinite of floating worde 


Divide the condiel maria e 2017 1H _— 
In endleſs voyage, without port ? 3 2 266 
Of theſe diſleminatedorbs, how great! -- 2 


Huge, as Leviathan, to that ſmall race, 


' 2 
N 


bh age eee ul 
As particles, OTTER es h 
So vaſt the plan. ms Molar b 


S e ee wy 
If admiration is a ſource of joy, 


What tranſport hence! yet ths th lea in d. 


What this to that illuſtrious robe He wears, 
end race bib bend, >: 


As the mead's meaneſt floweret to the fun, 
Which gave it birth. But what, this fun of r 
This bliſs fupreme-of the ſupremely bleſt? ka. 


Deach, only death, the queſtion can reſolve. | 


By death, cheap-dought th'ideas of our joy; 
The bare ideas f folid happineſs 
el in 
| — oem the roy e 
Nr 
And toil we ſtill for ſublunary pay; : 


Pair is Sogn ot „ w 2s 5457 4 


43 Or, 
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Or, ſpider-like, {pinout our precious; A. 
Our more than vitals ſpin (if no gl! 
To great futurity) in curious WW 25 
Of ſubtle thought, and exquiſite deſign;  - - 
(Fine net-work of. the bram |) to catch a a 1 
The momentary. bus of vain renown! a. 
A name | a mortal immortality. | Lb Wo 
Or (meaner ſtill I) inſtead of graſping air: ng 
For ſordid lucre plunge we in the mire?! -, 

Drudge, ſweat, through every ſhame, a 


For vile contaminating traſh; throw up ß 
Our hope in heaven, our dignity with man?: 
And deify the dirt, matur'd to gold? |. 26 
e e 
Which goad through every ſiough our human herd, - 

Hard travel d from the cradle to the grave. 1 


r 
Theſe demons burn mankind ; but moſt poſſeſs * 
Lorenzo's boſom, and turn out the ſkies, . - 

Is it in tome. to hide eternity 7 "4 
And why not in an atom on the ſhore: 3 
To cover ocean? or a mote, the ſun ? | 
Glary and wealth / hare thy this binding power? ag 
What if to them I prove Lorenzo blind? 
Would it ſurprize thee ? Be thou then ſurprĩa c 
Thou neither kno ſt: their nature ln from mes * 


Mark well, as foreign as theſe ſubjes ſeem, 
What cloſe connexion ties them to my theme. nh 
Firſt, what is true ambition? The purſuitt 


Of glory, nothing % than man can ſhare, (tre IO 
+3 2 ta bf Were 
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Were they as win as gaudy-minded man, hig 0 
As flatulent with fumes of ſelf- applauſe, 0 
Ti arts and conquts animal might bout, . 
And claim their autre crowns, 4 
But not St "Here ee e eee 0 
As in our form, diſtinct, pre-eminent ; | auen: 
If proxe in thought, Adee Is er : * 
And man thouldbluſh, his forehead mers this ve 
The wijible and preſent ure for brutes, 
A fender portion! and a narrow bound ! 
Theſe reaſon, with un energy divine, nion $377 0% 
O'crleaps; and claims the farurt and wnſeenz; 
The vaſt unſeen! the future fathomleſs! 
When the great foul buoys up to this high point, 
Leaving groſs nature's ſediments below, © 
Then, and then only, Adem? offepring quits 
- The fige and hers of the fields and woods, 
F 
This is ambition: This is human Hire. 
Can parti or place (two bold kerry make 
Lorenzo great, and pluck him from the throng?” bu 
Genius and art, ambition's boaſted wings, 2 * 
Our boalt but ill Ueſetve, © A feeble dd? "260 
Dedalian enginery ! If Theſe alone Le. 
Aſſiſt our flight, fame 'i flight is glory's fall. * 
Heart merit wanting, mount we ne er ſo — LO od 
nen. Au! 
K celebrated wretch, when'T beheld : - ua 
When I behold a genius bright, and baſe, | 


of towering talents, and terxeftrial ame; 44 
224 7 


RY | 
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Methinks I ſee, as thrown from her high ſphere, _ 
The glorious fragments of a ſoul immortal, | 
With rubbiſh mix'd, and glittering in the duſt. 270. 
Struck at the ſplendid, melancholy fight, . 
At once compaſſion ſoft, and exvy, riſ ü- 
But wherefore envy? Talents angel-bright, : 
If wanting worth, are ſhining inſtruments 
In falſe ambition's hand, to finiſh faults , 375 
Illuftrious, and give infamy renown. reer 61 
Great ill is an atchievement of great powers. | 
Plain ſenſe but rarely leads us far aſtray. ED 
Reaſon the means, affe#:ons chuſe our end; _ 
s have no merit, if our end amiſs. 280 
If wrong our hearts, our heads are right in vain; a9 
What is a Pelbam's head, to Pelham's heart? 


Hearts are proprietors of all applauſe. 
Right ends, and means, make wiſdom ; Worldly-wile 


Is but balf-witted, at its higheſt praiſe. 2383 
Let genius then deſpair to make thee great; . 


Nor flatter fation : What is ſtation high? 
Tis a proud mendicant; it boaſts, and begs; ; 
It begs an alms of homage from the throng, 1a 


And oft the throng denies its charity. _ a 290 
Monarchs and miniſters are awful names; | oy 
Whoever wear them, challenge our ek. 5 5 


Religion, public order, both exact 
22 homage, and a ſupple knee, oy 


The meaneſt flave; al! more is —_——. WO FO 
To os apa ga ia Hons A 
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Nor ever paid the monarch, but the nan. 
Our hearts ne'er bow but to ſuperior worth 
Nor ever fail of their allegiance there. 
| Fools, indeed, drop the max in their account, 
And vote the maxtle into majeſty. | 
Let the ſmail ſavage boaſt his filver fur ; 
His royal robe unborrow'd, and unbought, ; 
His own, deſcending fairly from his fires. 3% 
Shall man be proud to wear biz livery, 315 
And ſouls in ermin ſcorn a foul without? 
Can place or leſſen us, or aggrandize ? 3 
Pygmies are pygmies ftill, though perch'd on Alpe; 
And pyramids are pyramids in. vales. 30 
Each man makes his own ſtature, builds himſelf: "+ 
Virtue alone outbuilds the pyramids : 
Her monuments ſhall laft, when Egypt's fall. 
| Of theſe ſure truths doſt thou demand the cauſe? 74 
The cauſe is lodg'd in anmortality. - | Ns 
Hear, and aſſent. Thy bolora burns for power ; 79 
What Ration charms thee ? I Il inſtall thee there; 
_ *Tis thine, And art thou greater than before ? 
Then thou before waſt ſomething 4% than man. ” 
Has thy new poſt betray'd thee into pride? 320 
That treacherous pride betrays thy dignity; 
That pride defames humanity, and calls | * 
The being mean, ö 8 
That pride, like hooded hawks, in darkneſs ſoarz, 
From blindneſs bold, and towering to the ſkies. 4325 
5 r man. r 


1 > F - + 3; 4 &# » 
E A Nero 
4 2 4 
5 Fred 5 


THE COMPLAINT, Nicur VI. 101 | 


A Nero quitting his imperial throne, oo 
eg yn» jag 2 
Bot faintly ſhadows an immortal u, 330 
If nobler windhver il u ec * 
Ev'n vanity forbids thee to be vain. Po ATE. 
High worth is elevated place: "tis morez 
| Nt makes the poſt ſtand candidate for Thee; 335 
Makes more than tnonarchs, makes an honeſt man; 
Though no exchequer it commands, tis wealth; 
And though it wears no ribband, "tis renown; 
Renown, that would not quit thee, though diſgrac'd, 
Nor leave thee pendent on a maſter's mile. 41240 
Other ambition 4ature interdicts 5 
Nature proclaims it moſt abfurd in mn, 
By pointing at his origin, and end; GIST 
Milk, and te, at So, his whole dsa 
His whole domair, at la, a turf, or flonez 348 
To whom, between, a world may ſeem too fmall. 
Of juſt ambition, to the grand refult, 
The curtain's fall; there, ſee the buſkin'd chief 
Vnſhod behind this momentary ſcene z + 350 
Reduc'd to his own ſtature, low or high, N 


As vice; or virtue, ſinks him, or ſublimes; 
ITT I Lat A 
Where dwarfs are often tied, and * 2355 
A littleneſs of foul by worlds or- run. | 
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merge, whick had wt hrer n 
The darkeſt pagaxs offer d to their gods. 4 
O thou 'noff Chriftian enemy to peace! 1 1 
Again in arms ? Again provoking fate 2 SY 
That prince, and That alone, is truly great, 1 
Who draws the ſword reluctant, gladly 1 
On empire builds what empire far outweighs, _ 
; And makes his.throne a ſcaffold to the ſkics, 365 
1 I Becauſe . x ala bt 
The day of death; that yenerable day, A 
Which fits as judge ; that day, nt al rn 
On all our days, abſolve them, or condemn, _ 1 
Lorenzo, never ſhut <a _ $379 


Be levees ne er fo full, 8 1 
And give it audience in the ca. 44 


Will tell the Fair, if thou art great, 3 n 
To doat on aught may leave us, . , "> 
1. That ambition f 8 
Point td the centre their inverted ſpires, rey 
And learn humiliation from. a ſoul, , 6 0 
Which heats has hems. from. calebint Gre. ... 5 
Yet theſe are they the world pronounces wiſe; | = 
The world, which cancels nature's right and wrong, 
And caſts zew.wildom : ev'n the grave man lends . 
His ſolemn face, to countenance the coin. pt bu A 
Wiſdom for parts is madneſs for the whole. | er 
This ſtamps the paradox, an gives ag. leave. oy 
To call the e. ares yeni Wasn A 


3s by Fo In 
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In triumph, mean; and abject, on a throne. 
Nothing can make Rn eee, 
To put forth all his ardour, all his art, 
n 
But reaching Him, ho gave her wings to fly. 
When lid ambicion quit miltkes hr roads 


A 
A 
5 399 42 

1 

* 

> 

.» 


Then, like zn idiot, gazing on the brock... 


We leap, atiſtars, and faſten in the mud 
At glory gralp, and ſink in infamy. W046 ana ml 

Ambition / powerful ſource of good and ill! 
Thy ſtrength in man, like length of wing in birds, 400 
When diſengag d from earth, with greater eaſe ©, | 
And fwifter flight tranſports us to the ſxies : (> 
By toys entangled, or in guilt bemir dd 
It turns a curſe; it is our chain, and —— i baA 
In this dark dungeon, where confin'd we lie, 40s 
Cloſe-grated hy the ſordid bars of ſenſe ;. A mad 
All proſpect of eternity ſhut out; ken Hens (2293-60 . 


And, but for execution, ne'er {et fre. 2 
With error in ambition jufiycharg'd, 1 
Find we Lorenzo wiſer in his vealth ?.. 3 
What if thy rental I reform ? and draw. bad 

An inventory neu to ſet thee right? 


ene Gold ſays, . 10 Not in me v7 


we: cc Not i in me, the diamond. Gold 1 is ar 
India 's inſolyent: deb it in dell, nn +. 08 
SIP thy naked Kit, and find it there; _ 
In being ſo deſcended, form'd, _ FO 
Sky- 
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Sky-born; ſky-guided, fky-returning race! n 80 
rect, immortal, rational; divine 


Aa ſenſes, which inherit earth, and heavens; | 1 
Enjoy the various riches nature yields; bet 
Far nobler! give the riches they enjoy; 

Give taſte to fruits; — 2 

Their radiant beams «to gold, . 
Take in, „ hroirriraug "485 
2 —— 2—ͤ—ñ 

Our ſenſes, as our reaſon, ure divine. vt ty af. 
But for the magic organ's powerful charm, in 
Sarth were a rude, 'vncolour'd chaos; fl. 43 
Ours is the cloth; the pencil, and che paint, b 
Which nature's admirable picture draws — 
And beautifies'creation's ample dome. VTIYs 21141 
Ike Milton's Eve, — — | "455 
Say then, Shall man, bis thoughts all ent abroad, 
Superior wonders in himſelf forgot, 
Us ndmirationf wild be bee round. I; 
C 449 
- Abſurd! not rare! ſo great, ſo mean, is man. 
What wealth in ſenſes ſuch as theſe ! Wann, 


"IG PR 


-” Ii urg, fir d to form a fairer ſcene 


Than Jouſe ſurveys! In memory's firm record, 
Which, ſhould it periſh, eee 
From the dukes of vervcning yu! 


In colours 
0 
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— es "ORE Ee 
From their materials ſifted, — 2 7 
Forms art, and ſcience, government, and laws 453 
ſolid baſis, and the beauteous frame 
he vitals, and the grace of ci life i 
And marners (ſad exception1): fet aſide, 
Strikes out, with maſter hand, a'copy fair 
of His idea, whoſe; indulgent thought Gent ad 
Lang, long, ere chaos teem d, de e 
What wealtb in ſouls that ſoar, dive, range around, 


Diſdaining limit, or from. place, or time:: 
5 Th' Alnighty Fiat, and the Trumpet tf ſoumd 466 


Bold, on creation's outſide walk, and view 


| What was, and is, 1 
; Commenting ——-— 
Creations new in fancy s field to riſe! * 215 
0 . 
— faculties of endleſs gromthy, a 
In quenchleſs paſſions violent to crave, n. 
| In liberty to chuſe, in powver to reach, +6 2& 
5 And in duration (how thy riches riſe l) 258 
Duration to/perpetuato—boundleſs bliſst - 15 
Aſc 
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Aſk you, what power reſides/in feeble man 
That bliſs to gain? Is virtue, then, unknown? 


err cur future ps. A 
Improveable at will, in virtue liess z 
Its tenure ſure ;; its income is divine. 


Righ-bvle abundance, deap on heap! for what? 
To breed new wants, and beggar us the more: 
Then, make a richer ſeramble for the throng? \ 4 
Soon as this feeble pulſe, which leaps fo long 
Almoſt by miracle, is tir d with play, e bn A | 
Like rubbiſſf from diſploding engines thrown, 

Gur magazines of hoarded trifles fj 
Fly diverſe; fly to foreieners, to foes; : 
rr 

(How juſtly!) for dependance on their ay. 

Wide ſcatter, Grft, —— 7"ahng cxrdths.- 
+ Doſt court abundance for the ſake of peace? 
Learn, and-lamentthy fulf-defoated ſcheme: » d 1495 
Riches enable to be richer ſtill - 
And, richer fill, what mortal can reſiſt? - 

Thus wealth (a eruel talk-maſter!) enjoins - © 
"New toils, ſucceeding toils, an endleſs train! 
And murders peace, which taught it firſt to ſhine. 500 


The poor are balf as wretched as the rich); 
Whoſe proud and painful privilege it is, | 3 
At once, to bear a double load of woe; 

Vo feel the ſtings of exwy, and of want,, 
ee ag * 50 5 
BA 3 


[ 
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A competence is vital to content. | 
Much wealth is corpulence, if not diſeaſe; 
Sick, or incumber'd, is our happineſs, 

A. competence is all we can enjoy. Ee 

O be content, net 320 

More, like a flaſh of water from a lock, , 

Quickens our ſpirit movement for an hour; 

But ſoon its force is ſpent,” nor riſe our joys 

—— a 

Hen Hence diſappointment lurks in every prize, SIS 

As bees in flowers; and ſtings us with ſucceſs. _ 

The rich man, who denies it, proudly feigns;z. 

Nor knows the wile are privy to the ye. 

Much learning ſhews how little mortals knows 

Much wealth, how little worldlings can enjoy: 620 

At beſt, it babies us with endleſs toys, i) 

And keeps us children till we drop to duſt. 

As monkeys at a mirror ſtand amaz'd, - 

They fail to find what they fo plainly ſee; | 

Thus men, in ſhining riches, ſee the face $23 

Of happineſs, nor know it is a ſhade  — 

Bot gaze, and touch, and peep, and peep again, 

And wiſh, and wonder it is abſent ſtill. _ 

Who lives to nature, rarely can be poor; 436 

Who lives to faxcy, never can be rich. V 

Poor is the man in debt; the man of gold, 

In debt to ſartune, trembles at her power. _ 

The man of ram frailes at her, and death. 

O what a patrimony this! A ' 535 
L . if 
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Of ſuch inherent ſtrength and majeſty, 299 A. 
Not worlds poſſeſt can raiſe it; worlds — 
Can't injure; which holds on its glorious " 6 | 5 b 
The Menarch is a beggar to the Mam. 
Morn without eve! a race without'a go e 


—— o-22epeomary 3. 2502 F. 
Futurity for ever future | Life | 843 
— nd - „er 


7 


«??? aa tf 
The meaneſt ſlave dares chen Lorenzo ſcorn ? Wo 
The meaneſt flave thy ſovereign glory ſhares. * 
Proud youth —— ar eter world? Age . 
Man's lawful pride includes bunitfity 5 j; 
Stoops to the loweſt; is too'great to find 2 de 
Inferiors; all immortal! brother all? 
Proprietors eternal of thy love. * = 
Immortal! — fau 5 Rrvgy; 
As this the ſav? It thunders to the thought; 
' Reafin amazes; gratitude &ervihelms; 
No more we ſlumber on the brink” of futm 


Rous'd at the ſound, th* exulting ſoul aſcends, 660 
And breathes her native air; an air that feeds *' 
Ambitions high, and fans ethereal fire 
Quick kindles all that is divine within us; 

Nor leaves one loitering thought beneath the ſtars. 


: j | 
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Has not Lorenzo's boſom caught the flame ? 565 
| Immortal! Were but ane immortal, how + K 
Would others envy | How would thrones adore! 
Becauſe tis common, is the bleſſing loſt ? 

How this ties up the bounteous hand of heaven | 


O vain, vain, vain, all elſe! Eternity! 570 
A glorious, and a zeedful refuge, that, 
From vile impriſonment, in abject views. FS. 


"Tis immortality, tis that alone, 
Amid life's pains, abaſement,  emptineſi, 
The ſoul can comfort, elevate, and fill. «7-7 py" 
That only, and that amply, this performs ; | 
Lifts us above life's pains,” her joys above; 
Their terror thoſe, and theſe their luſtre loſe; | 
Eternity depending covers all; dl ” TY 
Eternity depending all atchievesz _. 380 
Sets enrth at diſtance ;- caſts her into ſnades; ' 
Blends her diſtintions ; abrogates her powers; 
The low, the lofty, joyous, and ſevere, | 
Fortune's dread frowns, . - 
Make one promiſcuous and neglected htap,. 585 
Whom Immortaluty's full force inſpires. - - 
Nothing terreſtrial touches bis high thought; 
Suns thine unſeen, and thunders roll unheard, - 
By minds quite conſcious of their high deſcent, _ 590 
Their preſent province, e e eee HF, 
Divinely darting upward every wiſh, TY 
hae ane wary gre * 
oe Doubt 
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Doubt you this truth? Why labours your belief? 

If earth's whole orb by ſome due diſtane d eye 595 

Were ſeen at once, her towering Alps would fink, 

And level'd Atlas leave an even ſphere. 

Thus earth, and all that earthly minds admire, 

Is fwallow'd in Eternity's vaſt round. 

To that ſtupendous view when ſouls awake, 

So large of late, ſo mountainous to man, 

Time's toys ſubſide ; and equal all below. 

_ _ Enthuſiaſtic, this? Then all are weak, 

But rank enthufraſts. To this godlike height 

Some ſouls have ſoar'd; or martyrs ne er had bled, 6og 

And all may do, In bom cons, - 

Who, beaten by theſe ſublunary ſtorms, 

Boundleſs, interminable joys can weigh, 

Unraptur'd, uncxalted, uninflam'd ? 

What flave wnbleff, who from to-morrow's dawn 610 

ExpeRts an empire? He forgets his chain, 

And, thron'd in thought, his abſent ſceptre waves. 
And what a ſceptre waits us! what a throne ! 


600 


625 


Teo great the bounty ſeems for earthly joy; 
What heart but trembler at ſo ſtrange a bliſs? 

In ſpite of all the truths the Muſe has fung, 620 
Ne'er to be priz'd enough! enough reyoly'd | 2 
Are there who wrap the world ſo cloſe about them, 
They ſee no farther than the clouds; and dance 


On 


| N 
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On heedleſs yanity's fantaſtic toe, Eat 1 

Till, ſtumbling at a ſtraw, in their career, 626 
Headlong they plunge, where end bothdaves end ſang? 
Are there, Lorenzo? Is it poſſible? _ k 
Are there on earth (let me not call them men) 

Who lodge a ſoul immortal in their breaſts ; 


Unconſcious as the mountain of its ore; 630 | 


Or rock, of its ineſtimable gem? 
When rocks ſhall melt, dc, cg 
Shall know their treaſure ; treaſure, then, no more. 
Are there (ſtill more amazing!) who reſiſt | 
The riſing thought? who ſmother, in its birth, 635 
The glorious truth? who ſtruggle to be brutes ? 
Who through this boſom-barrier burſt their way, 
And, with revers'd ambition, ſtrive to-fink ? 
Who labour downwards through th' oppoſing powers 
Of inſtinct, reaſon, and the world againſt them, 640 
To diſmal hopes, and ſhelter in the ſhock | 
Of endleſs night; night darker than the grave's ? 
Who fight the proofs of immortality ? 
Work all their engines, level their black fires, 643 
To blat from man this attribute divine, 
(Than vital blood far dearer to the wiſe) 
Blaſphemers, and rank atheiſts to themſebves ? 
To contradit them, ſee all nature riſe! 
What object, what event, the moon beneath, 630 
But argues, or endears, an after-ſcene? 
To reaſon proves, or weds it to defire ? | 
aa: + ſome advance 
One. 
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One precious ſtep beyand; and/prove it ſave. . 
A-thouſand arguments farm round my fen, 655 | 
From heaven, and earth, and man. — 
By nature, as her common habit, worn; n 
So preſſing Providence a truti to tach, 
Which truth untaught, all — | 
Thou ! whoſe all-providential Eye ſurveys, 66 
Whoſe Hand direct, whoſe Spirit fills and warme 
Creation, and holds empire far beyond! | 
Eternity's Inhabitant auguſt ! 

Of two Eternities amazing Lord ! 
One paſt, ere man's or angel's had begun; . 665 
| Aid! while I reſcue from-the-foe's aſſault | 
Ty glorious Immortality in man: 

A theme for ever, and for all, of weight, 

Of moment infinite! but reliſh'd moſt, 

Nature, thy daughter, ever-changing birth _ | 
Of Thee the Great Immutable, to man We 
Speaks wiſlom; is his oracle ſupreme ; : 

And he who moſt conſults her, is moſt wiſe... 
Lorenzo, to this heavenly Delphos haſte ;. ; wy 
And come back all-immortal; all- divine : | 

Look nature through, "tis revolution ally 
All change; no death. Day follows night; and night. 
The dying day; ſtars riſe, and ſet, and riſe; 
Earth takes th* example. "See, the Summer gay, 66 
With her green chaplet, and ambrofial flowers, 
Droops into pallid Autumn : Winter grey, = 
9 | + « | | Bl 
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Blows Autumn, and his golden fruits; away : 
IW. with 
breath fs + 683 

Favonian, bb Abe the ſouth, v 1 

Recalls the fr. — — 1 

As in a wheel, all ſinks, to re-aſcend. 61 1 

Emblems of man, who paſſes, not expires. HT - 
With this minute diſtinction, emblems juſt, = 

Nature revolves, but man advances; bows: 

Eternal, that a circle, this a line. 

That gravitates, this ſoars. The n foul, 

Ardent, and tremulont, like flame, aſcends, | 

Zeal and humility her wings, to heaven. © 695; 

The world of matter, with its various forms, 

All dies inta new life. Life born from death 

Rolls the vaſt 'maſs, and ſhall for ever roll. 

Na ſingle atom, once in being, loſt, | 

With change of counſel chargesthe Ben Highs "a 
What henee infers Lorenzo? Can it be? 

Matter immortal? And ſhall Spirit die? 

Above the nobler, ſhall leſs noble riſe? 

Shall Man alone, far whom all elſe revives, . A 

No reſurrection know ? Shall Man alone, 70 

Imperial Man! be ſown in barren ground, | 

Leſs privileg'd than grain, on which he feeds? 

Is Man, in whom alone is power to-prize. 

The bliſs of being, or with previous pain & 

Deplore its period, by the ſpleen of fate, 710 

Severely doom d deaths ſingle unredeem d? | 

N | 
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In her gradation, hear her louder till. 

Look nature through, tis neat gradation all. 

By what minute-degrees her ſcale aſcends ! 715 

Zach middle nature join'd at each extreme, 

To that above it join'd, to that beneath. 

Parts, into parts reciprocally ſhot, | 

Abhor diyorce : what leve:of waive reigns? 

Here, dormant matter waits a call to life ; 720 
Half-life, half-death, join there; here, life and ſenſe; 
There, ſenſe from reaſon ſteals a glimmering ray; 

Reaſon ſhines out in man. But how preſery'd 

The chain unbroken upward, to the realms | 

Of incorporeal life? thoſe realms of bliſs, 725 

Where death hath no dominion ? Grant a make 

Half-morta!, half-immortal; earthy, part, 

And part ethereal ; grant the ſoul of man 

Eternal; or in man the ſeries ends, 

Wide yawns the gap; . connexion is no more; 730 

Check d reaſon halts; her next ſtep wants ſupport ; 

Striving to climb, ſhe tumbles from her ſcheme ; 

A ſcheme, analogy pronounc'd ſo true; 

- Analogy, man's ſureſt guide below. 
Thus far, all nature calls on thy belief. 935 

And will Lorenzo, careleſs of the call, 

Falſe atteſtation on all nature charge, 

Rather than violate his league with death ? 

Renounce his reaſon, rather than renounce 

The duſt belov'd, and run the riſque of heaven? 740 

O what indignity to deathleſs fouls ! 


What 


: 
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What treaſon to the majeſty of man 

Of man immortal Hear the lofty ſtyle : 

« If ſo decreed, th' Almighty Will be done, 

Let earth diſſolve, yon pondrous orbs deſcend, -745 

« And grind us into duſt. The foul is ſafe; — 

% The man emerges ; mounts above the wreck, 

As towering flame from nature's funeral pyre; 

« O'er devaſtation, as a gainer, ſmiles ; 

« His charter, bis inviolable rights, 750 

«« Well pleas'd to learn from thunder's impotence, 

«« Death's pointleſs darts, and hell's defeated ſtorms.” 
But theſe chimeras touch not thee, Lorenzo! 

The glories of the world thy ſevenfold field. -+ 

Other ambition than of crowns in air, 955 

And ſuperlunary felicities, : : 

Thy boſom warm, I II cool it, if I can; 

And turn thoſe glories that inchant, againſt thee. 

What ties thee to tis life, proclaims the next. F; 

If wiſe, the cauſe that wounds thee is thy cure. 760 
Come, my ambitious ! let us mount together 

(To mount, Lorenzo never can refuſe); - 

And from the clouds, where pride delights to dwell, 

Look down on earth,-What ſeeſt thou? Wondrous 

things! 

Terreſtrial wonders, that eclipſe the ſkies. 765 

What lengths of labour'd lands! what loaded ſeas ! 

Loaded by man, for pleaſure, wealth, or war! 

Seas, winds, and planets, into ſervice brought, 

His art acknowledge, and promote his ends. | 

Nor can th* eternal rocks his will withſtand; 770 

| | What 
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What level'd mountains ! and what lifted vales l 

O'er vales and mountains ſumptuous cities ſwell, 
And Neptune holds a mirror to their charms. 5775 
Far greater ſtill ! (what cannot mortal might ?) 

See, wide dominions raviſh'd from the deep! + 

The narrow'd deep with indignation foams. 
Or ſouthward turn; to delicate and grand, | 
The finer arts there ripen in the fun. 780 
How the tall temples, as to meet their gods, 

Aſcend the ſkies! the proud triumphal arch 

Shews us half heaven beneath its ample bend. 

High through mid air, hore, fireams are taught to flow 
Whole rivers, there, laid by in baſons, fleep. 785 
Here, plains turn oceans; there, vaſt oceans join 
Through kingdoms channel'd deep from ſhore to ſhore; 
And chang'd creation takes its face from man. 

Beats thy brave breaſt for formidable ſcenes, | 
Where fame and empire wait upon the ſword? 790 
See fields in blond; hear naval thunders riſe; 
Britannia's voice! that awes the world to peace. 

How yon enormous mole projecting breaks | 
The mid-ſea, furious wavch Their roar amidſt, | 
Out-ſpeaks the Deity, and ſays, O main! 795 
% Thus far, nor fartherg nc reſtraints obey.” 
Earth s diſemboweld i meaſur'd are the ſkies ! 

Stars are detected in their deep receſs ! 

Con pe. e. 1 
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Her ſecrets are extorted | art prevails! $00 
What monument of genius, ſpirit, power! 

And now, Lorenzo |” raptur d at this ſtene, © 
Whole glories render heaven ſuperfluous! ſay, 
Whoſe footſteps theſe ?—[mmortals have been here. 
Could leſs than ſouls immortal this have done? 303 
Earth 's cover d o'er with proofs of ſouls immortal; 
And proofs of immortality forgot. 

To flatter thy grand foible, I confeſs, 
Theſe are ambition's works: and theſe are great: 
But this, the leaſt immortal ſouls can do; 80 
Tranſcend them all--But what can theſe tranſcend ? 
What then for infidels ? A. deeper ich.. 
"Tis moral grandeur makes the mighty man: 
How little they, who think"aught"grear below! $15 
All our ambitions death defeats, but one; 
And that it crowns. © Here ceaſe we: but, exe long, 
More powerful progf ſhall take the feld againſt , 
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NIGHT THE SEVENTH. 
185085 BEING 
THE SECOND PART 


or 


THE INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 


CONTAINING 


THE NATURE: PROOF, AND IMPORTANCE, 
OF IMMORTALITY. 


* R E f A c- E. 

eee Wenn 
we were at war with the manners, of France. A 
land of lewvity is a land of guilt, A ſerious mind is 
che native ſoil of every virtue; and the ſingle character 
that does true honour to mankind. The ſoul's immor- 
tality has been the favourite theme with the /erious- of 
all ages. Nor is it ſtrange; it is a ſubject by far the moſt 
intereſting, and important, that can enter the mind of 
man. Of higheſt moment this ſubject always wwas and 
always will be, Yet this its higheſt moment ſeems to 
admit of increaſe, at this day; a ſort of occaficral im- 
I age is | ſoperadded to the narbral weight cf it; if 
1 that 


T 

PREFACE. 159 
that opinion which is advanced in the preface to the 
preceding Night, be juſt. It is there ſuppoſed, that all 
our infidels, whatever ſcheme, for argument's ſake, and 
to keep themſelves in countenance, they patronize, are 
betrayed into their deplorable error, by ſome doubts of 
their immortality, at the bottom. And the more I con- 
ſider this point, the more I am perſuaded of the truth 
of that opinion. Though the diſtruſt of a futurity is a 
ſtrange error; yet it is an error into which bad men 
may naturally be diſtreſſed. For it is impoſſible to bid 
defiance to final ruin, without ſome refuge in imagi- 
nation, ſome - preſumption of eſcape. And what pre- 
fumption is there ? There are but gwo in nature; but 
two, within the compaſs of human thought. And 
| theſe are That either God ill not, or cas not puniſh. 
Conſidering the divine attributes, the firff is too groſs 
to be digeſted by our ſtrongeſt wiſhes. And ſince om- 
nipotence is as much a divine attribute as boſlineſs, that 
God cannot puniſh, is as abſurd a ſuppoſition, as the 
former. God certainly can puniſſi as long es wicked 
men exiſt. In non-exiftence, therefore, is their only 
refuge; and, conſequently, non-exiſtence is their 
ſtrongeſt wiſh. And ſtrong wiſhes have a ſtrange in- 
fluence on our opinions; they bias the judgment in a 
manner, almoſt, incredible. And ſince on this mem- 
ber of their alternative, there are ſome very ſmall ap- 
 pearances in their favour, and none at all on the ofber, 
they catch at this reed, they lay hold on this chimera, 
to ſave themſelves from the ſhock und homer of a. 
Felt an ance 


On 
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On reviewing/my ſubject, by the light which iz 
argument, and others of like tendency, threw upon it, 
| I was more inclined than ever to purſue it, as it ap- 
peared to me to ſtrike directly at the main root of all 
our infidelity. In the following pages it is, | aocord+ 
ingly, purſued at large ; and ſome arguments for un- 
mortality, new at leaſt to me, are ventured on in them. 
There alſo the writer has made an attempt to ſet the 
groſs abſurdities and horrors of axzibilation in a fuller 


bt) or RR EPR 


with elſewhere. 4 ind on eo 
The gentlemen, —— 4 
chiefly made, great admiration for the wiſdom 


ef heathen ; what pity it is they are not fin» 
cere ! ** how would it mortify them 
t conſider, with what contempt and abhorrence their 
Jo much admize | What degree of contempt and ab- 
Horrence would fall to their ſhare, may be conjectured 
by the following matter of fact (in my opinion) ex- 
aremely memorable. Of all their heathen worthies, 
_ Socrates (it-is well-known) was the moſt guarded, 
<iſpaſſionate, and .compoled: yet this great maſter of 
temper was angry; and. angry at his laſt hour; and 
acknowledgement; | angryfor a right and tender inſtance 
of true friendſhip towards him. Is not this furprizing ? 
What could be the cauſe? The cauſe was for his 
honours it was a truly noble, though, perhaps, a too 


8 regard for immortality : for his friend 
: aiking 
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aking him, with ſuch an affectionate concern as became 
2 friend, Where he ſhould depoſit his remains?” it 
wal reſented by Socrates, as implying a-diſhonourable 
ſuppoſition,, that he could be ſo mean, as to. have a 
owned Far wpp hang even 1 an, rep 
immortal. of ace © 5” þ 
deren At wie een roy winks our msd 
withdraw.” their admiration from Socrates; or make 
them endeavour, by their imitation of this illuſtrious 
example, to ſhare his glory: and, conſequentiyz it 
would incline them! te Perle e following pages with 
andour” and impartiality :_ which is all 1 deſtre 3 and 
tnt, far their ſakes; for I am perſuaded, that an un- 
7 receive ſome ad- 
on form ea. Kyo noo 2} 
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V the Each Nig) t arguments were were Fin, Tho „4 


1, in of” ane 
— Br ax : from his ſome, Ve. — 


his Paffiexs and Powers, 64; growth 
Ba 3x5 . . $6; from the 
| of Hehe, 104, and of Vite, 139, Ke. from 

Love, as being the "moſt eflential pro- 
perties A 
rice 7 on on Ir 
-of the P ba flog $21 * alone f our 
— won Ray $45. An —— — 


leſ progres eee bus "on ee of ur 
ſb tmmortality, 606. be natural, 22 led 


pathetic complaint 4 a worthy man, under 'th 2 | 
— of no futurity, 653, Kc. The groſs abſurdi- 
ties and horrors of urged home on 1 
842, &c, The ſoul's vaſt importance, 
vrhence it 1078, The Difficulty © Re om an in- 
 fidel, 1131, the Infamy, 1148, the Cauſe, 1183, and 
— — — 1203, of an —.— ſtate. 3 — 
| thinking is, 1217. mece i 
the falſe, 1271. Man's —— is — 5 1303. 
An infidel accuſes himſelf of guilt, and — ocriſy ; and 
that of the worſt ſort, 1319. His obligation to Chrif- 
Hans, 1337. What danger he incurs by Firtue, 1345. 
Vice recommended to him, 1364. His 
to Firtue and Benevolence ones, 273, 
W on the nature 11 b, 1427. 
1439 ; and Hope, 1443 3 with an "apology for thi 
— tempt, 7470, 
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EAVEN 4 W e 
What day, what our, but knocksat human hearts, 
To wake the ſoul to ſenſe of future ſcenes > 1 ts 
Deaths ſtand, like Mercurys, in every way, mode at 
And kindly point us to our journeys en. 
Pope, who couldſt make immortal an tho da 
I give thee joy: nor will I take my leave: 
So ſoon to follow. Max but dives in deathy_ 
Dives from the ſun, in fairer day to tiſe ; at” 
The grave, his ſubterranean road to bliſs, ' 10 
Yes, infinite indulgence plann'd ity 1 os 
Time gives the preface, endleſi age unrolls © r 
The volume (ne er unroll'd 1) of human fate, © 
This, earth and feies * r 0 
The world 's a prophecy of worlds to come; 
And who; eee eee, 
Still louder than in wvords) ſhall dare den ß? 


*s 
* 


* * 


If nature's arguments appear too weak, . 


Turn a new leaf, and ſtronger read in Wan. 20 
If man fleeps on, untaught by what he r, 
Can he prave infidel to what he felt? 1 Vet rf 
He, whoſe blind thought futurity denies, a 
Unconſcious bears, Bellerophon ! like ad: Ne! 
NIE NOR ye W's 15 26 
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Who reads his boſom, reads immortal life; 
Or, nature, there, impoſing on her fons,. 
Has written fables ; man was made a {ye. 


Why, idjſtabtenr for cycr/bacbour'd there? / _ * N 
Tacurable confumptian'of dur pence ?: 
Reſolve me, why the cottager and king, £89! es ol 
He whom ſea-ſever'd-realms-obey;/ and be 
1 bn 
„ 42/298) ee eee | 
. 
In fate ſo diſtant, in complaint ſo near? a} $23 nd 45 


Is it, that things terrgfrial can't content ? 
ber in rich paſture, will thy locks complain ? 7 
Not ſo; but to their maſter is deny d FLY o 


To ſhars their ſweet ſerene. Man, ill at caſe, 40 


In this, not bis own place, this foreign field. 
Where nature fodders him with other food 
Than was ordain'd his cravings to ſuffice, | 
Poor in abundance, famiſh'd at a feaſt, . i 
Sighs on for ſomething more, when af enjoy. 45 
Is heaven then kinder to thy flocks than thee ? 

Not ſo ; thy paſture richer, but remote; * 
In part, remote; for that remoter part 5 . 

Man bleats from iaſſiact, though perbaps, debauch'd 
By ſer;ſe, his reaſon ſleeps, nor dreams the cauſe. | o 
The cauſe how obvious, when his reaſon wakes! ! 


a. 


Derr... 

And diſcontent is i 4 4¹ 
Shall ſons of ther, ſhall the blood of heaven, 

set up their hopes on earth, and ſtable ber- 85 


With 


Ts 
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With brutal acquieſrence-in the mie??? 
Lorenzo | no! they ſhall be nobly pain d: r 
The glorious foreigners; diſtreſs d, ſhall gh 
On thrones ; and thaw congratulate the fig: 
n 0 
His anxious heart aſſerts the truth I ing 
And gives the ſceftic in his head the %. "9 
Our heads, our hearts, our paſſions, —— 
Speak the ſame language); call us to the ſkies ; 
Unripen d tb in this inclement clime, — 
Tumultuous riſt, and tempeſt human life: a 
What prize on earth can pay us far the ſtorm ?; 
Meet objects far our nan heaven ordain'd,  - 50 
Objects that challenge all their fire, and have ww 11 
No fault, but in defe&:| Ble& Heaven wert 
A bounded ardeut for unbounded ble!!! 
O for a bliſs anbounded' far benen 
A foul immortal, is a mortal jep. 78 
nenen „ 266? 238 0 
But, after feeble effort here, beneath oo: 
A brighter ſun, and in a nobler fbil;, 
Tranſplanted from this ſublunary bed. 
Shall flouriſh fair, and put forth all their bloom. 6 
Reaſon progreſſive; infliin# is complete: 
Swift inflinJeaps z flow rea fecbly climbs. © e \ 
Brutes ſoon their zenith: reach 3 their little ali! 
Flows in at once; ener . rr 


er know, or do, or covet, or enjoy. | 25 
s | M 3 | Were 


a 
** 
s * 
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Were man to live cotval wich the unn 
The patriarch-pupil would be teaming fill; | on 
Yet, dying leave his lefſon half unlearnt 
Mien periſh in advance, as if che ſnn 
Should ſet ere noon, in aafler 6ceans drown'd; 90 
If fit, with din, ig dne to compare, 1» 
The ſun's meridian with the foul of man. 
To ma, why; ftep-dame-natate? fo ſevere / 
Why throwwafide thy maſter-piece balf-wrought,” 
Or, if  abortively poor mam mut die, 
Nor reach, what wach be might, why die in rea? 
Why curſt with foreſight ? Wiſe to miſery ? 1 
| Why of bis proud prerogative the prey 7; 
Why leſs pre-eminent in rank, than pain? 100 
His immortality alone can r 
Full ample fund to balance all amiſs, wi Nut of 
And turn the ſcale in favour of the juſt} ? 
His immortality alone can ſolve we, iner wt © 
The darkeſt of ee bn, 0, 
Of all the darkeſt, if at death we die. 
Hope, eager hope, " alaſin of our joy, 
| All preſent bleſſings treading under foot, i H, 
Is ſcarce'a milder tyrant than deſpair. 
With vo rat toils content, ll planning new, 116 


Hope turns us o'er" to death alone for eaſe, © 
Why is a wiſh far dearer than a'crown ? raves! 
That wiſh accompliſh'd, hy, the grave of bliſs? 4 
Becauſe, in the greet futurr bury'd deep, w2X#3 þ 115 
| $1 Beyond 


98 * 
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Beyond our plans of empire, and renomn, 4 
Lies al thera" WAY WIA Wien paths rf "> 
And He who made hind} Bent bins the right.” > 


Man's heart ch Almighty to che future ſets, | 
By ſecret and inviolable fpringsz © © 109 
And makes his hope his fublunary j n 


Man's heart eats alf things, and is hungry fl; ; 
More, more?!” the glutton cries : rior mags; I ys 
So rages appetite, if man can't mount, | 
He will deſcend. He ſtarves on the pee. © 125 


Hence, the world's maſter, from ambition's ſpire, 


In Caprea plung d; and div'd beneath the brute, 
In that rank ſty why wallow'd empire's fon © 
Supreme? Becauſe his could ho NU fy 5 
His riot was ambition-in deſpair. | 
Old Rome conſulted birds; Lorenzo ou, 
With more ſucceſs, the flight of hope ſurvey ; 
Of reſtleſs hope, for ever on the wing. 
A e ee ee | 
To fly at all that riſes in her fight; 135 
And, never ſtooping, but to mount again | 
Next moment, ſhe betrays her aim's miſtake,. 


13% 


And owns her quarry lodg'd beyond the grave. 9 


There ſhould it fail us (it muſt fail us there, 


If being fails) more mournful riddles rife, „ ; 


And virtue vies with hope in myſtery, 

Why virtue? Where its praiſe, its being, fled?” 

Virtue is true ſelf-intereſt purſued : 

What true ſelf · intereſt of quize-mortal mn 

Te * with all that makes him happy here. 145 
s „ If 


| Y 
1 
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If vice (as ſometimes). is our friend on carth, | 
Then vice is virtue ; tis our ſapereign good. 
In /elf-applanſe is virtue d golden. prise z 
No felf-applayſe attends it on ti ſehemes { 
Whenee elf-applaule  Fromconlcience of the right. 1 59 
And what is right, hut gang of happineſs? ?: 
No means of SA " «th 
And lays in ruin every virtwone.je7+ $7 02) 
. The rigid guardian of > lamelefs heart,  . 135 
So long revet d, ſo long reputed wiſe, No $03- ent 
Is weak ; with rank knight-errantries der- run. ++ al 
Why beats thy boſom. with. allafirious. dreams. | -/ 
Of ſelf-expoſure, laudable, and great? Sur 
Of gallant enterprize, and glorious dea) . 
Die for thy country : Tbon romantic LL. 
Seize, ſeize the plank mri, . 1 
Thy country! what to Thee The Codbead, what 0. » 
(I peak with awe |) e 
If, with thy blood, thy H hope is ſpilt, 163 
Nor can Omnipotence reward the blow, 14 b 
Be deaf; preſerve thy being; diſobey. dom 7120 
Nor is it diſobedience: know, r e > if 
Whate er th Almighty's ſubſequent command, 
His St command i his oo Map, love thy,” e 
In this alone, free · agents art nt free. 
Exiſtence is the baſis, bliſs the prizes z wo, 


If wirtue coſts exiſtence, tis a crime; £41) 2 een 
Bold violation of our law ſupreme, tad 
3 69 which conſult 175 


Their 
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Their gain, at thy expence, reſound applauſe. | 5 . 
Since virtue f recompence is doubtful, Bere. 
If man dies wholly, well may we demand, ea 


wah 


Why 1s man ſuffer'd to be good | in vain? .. 2 dd 
Why to be good in vain, is man jou fn of | 
Why to be ood in vain, is man betray'd 7 M4 

tray'd dy ane lodg'd in his own breaſt, _ 
y ſweet EZ, from virtue felt ? uy oP. 4A 
Why whiſpers nature Iyes on yirtue's part . 8p | 4 * 
Or if blind un (which affumes the name tt 
of facred conſcience) plays the fool in than, © | bu 
Why regen made accomplice in the cheat? _ = 5 
Why are the <vi/eft loudeſt in her praiſe?” . 1 
oe e e 4 


Or, at his peril, rate his G 1 — 70 
Since virtue ſometimes ruins us on earth, 1 
Or both are true; 6r man furvives the grave. Set e 

Or man furvives the grave; or own, . 
Thy boaſt ſupreme, à wild abfurdity. 1 


Dauntleſs thy fpirit; cowards are thy ſcorn. ho 95 
Grant man uma, and thy ſcorn 1 is jut. 5 2 
The man immortal, rationally brave, TY 3 1 
Dares ruſh On desth—becaulſe he cünnot die. 
But if man loſes All, rin DE 
He lives a coward, or a fool expires. _ 


A daring infidel (and fuch there are, = ee, 
From pride, example, lucre, rage, revenge,. ia 
Or pure heroical defect of thought) 80 
Of all earth's madmen, moſt deſerves a chan. 


When to the grave we follow the renown'd 205 
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For valour, vittae, ſcience all we ove, * > KT 
| And all we praile; for worth, whoſe noon:tide bea £ 


Enabling us te Mink in higher Ryls, 
Mend : * f * \ 26 55 +3 ts Jo 
 Mends our ideas of ethereal powers 3 — 


we, tht Tulle of the moral world . 

ta 45 , and warm to ” 73 
And ſtrenuous to tranſcribe, in human 17 ati N > | 
The Mind Almighty? Could ic be, that fat, 
Jult when the lineaments began to thine, ang 
And dawn the Deity, would ſnatch the draught, | L 


4 


With night eternal blot it out, and Heese 
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ified both, 230 


more wretched : Wiſdem's eye AN 7 
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Ipy more miſeries ; _ 
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Thou wilt not patronize'a ſebeme that miker 5 A 


IWeakneſt and wirt, the refuge of munkind.. 
Has virtue, then, no joys? es, joys dear-bought. 
Tilk ne er ſo long, it this"imperfel ſtate, 
Virtue and'vice are at eternal wart ' "go 
Virtue 's x combak j and who fights for tought ? Hens 
Or for precarious, or for ſmall reward? 5 
Who virtue's elf-peward (6 loud refoud,””” 
Would take degtees angelt here below, © 

And we while they compfiment, betray, "4s 
By feeble motives, and unfaithful guide. 

The crown,” dd unfading crown, he Ga nies" 
"Tis That, and That alone, can countervail+ © 

The body's treacheties, and the work? aſſaults + 
On earth's poor pay our fang virtue dies. o 55 


\ Truth inconteſtable In ſpite of all einne 


A Bayle has preach'd;' or u Voltaire betiev's;” 
In man the more we dive, the more we ſee” oY 
Heaven's fignet ſtamping an immortal m¹le ee 
Suſtaining all ; what find 1 pagan __ 
As light and heat, eſſential to the ſon, ' , _ 


Theſe to che ul. And why; if fouls expire? 


How little lovely here ? How little known ? — 
Small knowledge we dig up with endleſs toĩl; — 


And love unfeign'd may purchaſe perfect hate. 2A 
Wig tary, . our xg ppeiny 


| While brutal are indulg'd their fulſome fill? 


Were then" eqpacities &vine conferr'd,” 
A mock-diadem, in ſavage ſport. 267 
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Rank inſult af our pampous Peers 
Which reaps bt ai rom farming claims afar g 
In future age lies yo-redreſs? And ſhuts H 
Eterzity the door on our complaint ? 10 5 1% 45 ile T 
IF fo, for what ſtrunge ends were wartals made 1 3270 
The worſt to walkw, and the beſt to weep. 12 
The man who merits moſt, —— 
Can we conceive a diſregard in heaven, 
What the worlt fegte, or beſt endure? cy 
Wit cannot be. To ewe, ——— a7 
Te boundleſs appetite and boundleſs herz 
| Objetts, powers,. appetites, heaven faits.iv All; 1 
Nor, nature through, cer 1 ad T 
Eternal concend, on her tuneful ſtring. 
Is max the ſole exception from ber web. TE 511% 
Eternity ſtruck off from human hope, ng aad Syed A 


\ 
P > * 2 


(I ſpeak with truth, but veneration too) 1 
Man is a monſter, (tha yproach of dane. i 
A. ſtain, a dark impenetrable cloud uy 
On nature's beauteous aſpelt ; . 


(Amazing blot!) deforms her with her 4ord. Ts 
If fuch is map's.allotwenty/ wwhar is heaven 2 - 
Or own the ſoul immortal, or blaſpheme. [99317 woll 
Or own. the ſoul immortal, or invert den 
All order. Go, mock · majeſty | . 1 

And bow to thy ſuperiors of the ſtallz 55 
Through every ſcens of ſenſe ſuperiar far: rr 
They graze the turf untill d; than deink. the Gomes. 
Unbrew'd, and ever full, and un-embitter'd 293 
$78 Wich 
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With doubts," fears, Guided Infieyiongenns)<apuaey 


Mankind's pecvliar} reaſon's precious dower | 
No foreign chm they rana Gorahniritobes 3" (6 2D 
Nor brothers cite to the litigious dar; * 
Their good is good intire, — 2 
They find a paradiſe in every feld, * 
On boughsforiddes where mo cures br. | 
By previous dread) weer due r: 


When the ao comes, it comesunifear'd; one ſtroke 30 5 
Begins, and ends, their woe: they die but ance; WA 
Bleſt, incommunicuble privilege ! for which 
Proud man, who rules the globe, and read the ters,” 
Philoſopher, or hero, ſighs in vam. 


Account for this prerogative in brutes. $2 * 
No day, no glimple of day, , 

But what beams on it from eternity. H 
O ſole, and ſweet ſolution ! Thar une | : me 


women re hee hong in 1 
r 


And re- inthrones us in ſupremacy © 3 on 
Of joy, en here eee, 2 
And virtue is lu, erich 


Each virtue brings in hand a golden dower, 7s 
Far richer in reverſion: Hope exults; | 
And though much bitter in our cup is thrown, | 722 
Predominates, and gives the tuſte of heaven. A 

O wherefore is the Deity ſo kind? 0 


W 


Heaven 
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The traitor lurks who doudts the trath I ng. 
Reaſon is guiltleſsg. avill alone rebel. 


Firſt, then, 


* 


„ 
their turn. 340 


why Becauſe immortal. Art divine 345 
made abs body tutor to.the foul ;-. 
Heaven kindly gives our blood a moral flow; „ a 
| Bids it aſcend the glowing check, and there 11 40 
Upbraid that little heart's inglorious aim, & 
Which ſtoops to court a character from man; 350 
While oer us in tremendous judgment t * 1 
Far more than man, with endleſs praiſe, and blame. 
Ambition's beundleſt appetite ont peak 
The verdict of its Same. When fouls take fire 0 
At high preſumptions of their own deſert, 384 


N One 


tt 
One age iv pag; applanſe; bo inn Howes, 


The thunder by the living fexw begun, 4 
Late time muſt echo; ace adi, band,” © 
We wiſh our names eternally to live: 
Wild dream, which ne er had hauntedhuman thought 36 
Inflin4 points out an r ARTIE 
But our blind reaſon ſees not awhere it lies z: 
P oh OS... | 
Fame is the ſhade of immortality, . 
And in itſelf a ſhadow. 3000.00 caught, . 
Contema'd U Sninks ta nothing in the gralp. 
Conſult th ambitious, tis ambition's cure. 
«* And is This all?” Wile aus Brian 
eee 
Of immortalidys.. The firſt in fame, Sy 
Obſerve him near, your envy will abate: n 
Sham'd at the diſproportion vaſt, between 
The paſſion and the purchaſe, he wall figh 9 
At ſuch ſucceſs,. and bluſh at his renown.  . 375 
And why ? Becauſe far richer prize invite 
A 
'T 
A 


His heart ; far more illuſtrious glory calls z 
It calls in whiſpers, yet the deafelt hear. 
And can ambition My $a proof fwpply ? * 

t can, and ſtronger than the former three; : 

et quite o'er-look'd by ſome reputed wiſe. 
Though diſappointments | in ambition pain, 12 
And though ſuccels diſgufts ; yet Wil, Lorenzo | © arr. 
In vain we ſtiye to pluck it from our hearts; 


Py aaa pe Pb x * 


by 42 we 


Abſurd the fum d advice to Pyrrhus Fenn, N 
More prais'd, than pendler dz ſpecious, — 
Sooner that hero's ſevord the world had quar'd, 
Than reaſon, his ambition.” Man % four. © 
An obſtinateWiviey Wichinn, 313 
An inſuppreſſive ſpring, Sill ton kit \p 169 fon HEE 
In ſpite of fortune? lead. Not kings long,” 
Each villaget Ya MPYAbitod tho; Ss: bord 11 1 Af | 
No dalla profit Min RH feder d fee: eee f ut 
| Slaves build their Ritle Babylond'of raw,” © 35 
Echo the proud Aﬀlyrian in their Betts, 
And y. Sele dee worllets of ny might 1” | 
WCS their tordy ** 
And fouls immortal mut for ever heave © © a 3 
At ſomething great; the glitter, e 3 
| The praiſe of mortals; or the praiſe of 1 
Nor ablolul Vn . e n —— 
When human is Tupported by te 
I II introduce Lorenzo to Himſelf, oo 7 
Pleaſure and pride (bat maſtere 1) ſhare our hea 
As love of Sls WErlkind to gait” © 1 
And feed our bodies, and extend our race; L0G 
"The love of praiſe is planted to protet,” 
And propagate the glories of the mind,” 
"What is it, but the le of praiſe, . 
Matures, refines, -embelliſhes, exalts, _ k 
Earth's happineſk ?_ From that, the delicate, 10 wy 
The grand, the marvellous, of civil life, 
Want and convenience, under-workers, lay © 
The bas, on whith be of gry baia. 2 
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To praiſe, 888 


Were men not proud, whye verit howld we miſt 
Pride made the virtues of the pagan world. 
| Praiſe is the ſalt that ſeaſons. right ta wan, . 
Thirſt of applauſe is virtue s ſecond guard; 
Reaſon, her firſt ; but reaſon wauts an aid; 
Our reaſon is a flatterer ; | 
Thirſt of applauſe calls public judgment in, 
To poiſe our own, to keep an even ſcale, 
And give endanger'd vintue fairer play. 
Here a f proof aziſes, ſtranger ſtill : * 
Why this ſo nice conſtruction of aur heart ? 
To ſuecour virtue, when ous ragſα fails ; 
n „ 
When labour d ma (its Will | 1485 
Of diſciplines, and pains, unpaid) n ee 
Why freighted · rich, to daſh-again& a r-? 
Were man to periſh, when mot fit to live, a * 
O how miſ-ſpent were all-theſe firatagems, N 
By Kill divine invowes in our framel 
Where are heayen's holineſvand mercy fed? 
Laughs beaven, at once, ak Wines and at man. 

If not, why that diſrourag d, this deftroy'd? ? 
Thus far ambition. What ſfays.avarice? 
This ber ee hich long hon Thing: 49 

01 
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The wiſe and wealthy'are the fame,” —I grant it. 
To ſtore up treaſure, with inceflant toil, 
This is man's province, this his higheſt praiſe. 
To this great end keen inffin&#ftings him on. 
To guide that inftin&, reaſon!" is thy charge; 450 
o TEST Iuv oak Hes r * Py L077 
But, reaſon failing to diſcharge her truſt, - 
Or to the deaf diſcharging it in vain, 
A blunder follows; and blind induftry, PA at 
Gall'd by the ſpur, Libs th tour, © 455 
Greene more ta ad ae wan) 
O'er-loading, with the cares of diſtant age, 11 
e ee 
-e in x wile command; 460 
But bounded to the wealth the ſun ſurveys: 7/1 4 
Look farther, the command ftands quite red, 
And avarice is a virtue moſt divine. i} 
A 
Moſt ſure: and is it not for reaſn too) 43565 
Nothing ber world unriddles, eee 0 
From inextinguiſhable life in man * 
Man, if not meant, by worth, reach th lis, 3 
Had wanted wing to fly ſo far in guilt. a 
Sour grapes, I grant, ambition, avarice, 
Yet fall their root is immortality; ooo 
Theſe its wild growths ſo bitter, and ſo baſe, 
(Pain and reproach i) religion can reclaim; — 
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And make them ſparkle in the bowl of hi. 
See, the third witneſt laughs at bliſs remote, 
And falſely promiſes an Eden/here: 
Truth ſhe ſhall ſpeak for once, D 
A common cheat, and Pleaſure is her name, % 
To pleaſure never was Lorenzo de;, 
Then hear her now, vow Snfahe meal Gland... | 
Since nature made us not more fond than proud 
Of happineſs (whence hypocrites in joy i | 
Makers of mirth! artificers of ſmiles j) 4; 
Why ſhould the joy moſt poignant ſenſe affords  - 
Burn us with bluſhes, and rebuke our pride - 
Thoſe heaven - born bluſhes tell us man deſcends, _ = 
Ev'n in the zenith of his eartbly bliſ s: 0 
Should reaſor take her inſidel repoſe, 14 
This honeſt izfin# ſpeaks our lineage high; _ 
This inſtin& calls on darkneſs to-conceal | 
Our glory covers us with, noble fame, 1 Mos ot, 
And he that's unconfounded, is ammanr'd. 495" 
rr. 1 
Thus far with Thee, Lorenzo! will I cloſe, l 
Pleaſure is good, and man for pleaſure, made; | 
But pleaſure full of glory, a of joyj 
Pleaſure, which neither ben, nor expires. 1 0 
The witneſles are heard; the nee, a 
Let conſcience file the ſentence in her court, L a1 
Dearer than deeds that half a realm conveys: 1 
mn 41 
unt > If 88 nu $84.5, 5440 Lo * 
at; wo | - 
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— ˙— gy 
« "Tis imd your nanre folvesz 


„ "Tis immortality decyphers man, 

* And opens all the myſteries of his make. 

. © Without it, half his influ ure = riddle; . 
. Without it, all his wiriwes are u dream. 3 


« His very erimes atteſt his dignity ; | 

4 His ſatelefs thirſt of pleaſure, gold, nnd fume, 

« Declares him born for bleſſings mnfinite : 

What leſs than infinite makes uwn-abſurd 

« Paſſions, which all on earth but more inflames? 515 


4 Fierce paſſions, ſo miſ-meaſur'd to this ſcene, 


Stretch d out, like eagles\wings, beyond our nett, 

« Far, far beyond the worth of all below, . 

« For earth too large, POOR: 

« And evidence our title to the flies.” $20 
Ve gentle theologues, of calmer kind 

Who, cod pre- think ardou come from bell! 


g 
That is their ire, not their mothoy. ** | nt 


(And juſtly) e deen divine + I ſee, - 


&# 


PEN in the pen too, 


Wich ſpeaks their high deſcent, 4 — 
WR ne ee . 


In Paradiſe itſelf they bunt aa ſtrng, ©" 


Like the proud Eaſtern, r 


With | 


Y 
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With low, terreſtrial appetite, to graze + +460 
On traſh, on toys, dethren'd from high defire 2 

Yet ſtill, through their diſgrace, no feeble ray 

Of greatneſs ſhines, and tells us, whence they fell: 
But theſe (like that fall'n monarch when reclaim d), | 
When reaſon moderates the rein aright, 549 
Shall re-aſcend, remount their former ſphere, 

Where once they foar'd illuſtrĩous ; ere ſeduc'd 

By wanton Eve's debauch, to ſtroll on earth, 
And ſet the ſubhunary world on fire. 

But grant their phrenſy laſts ; 3 545 
To diſappoint cue providential end, 

For which heaven blew up ardour in our hearts: 
Were reaſon filent, boundleſs paſſicn ſpeaks 

A future ſcene of boundleſs obje#s too, 
And brings glad tidings of eternal day. 3880 
Eternal day! Tis that enlightens All; 

And All, by that enlighten d, proves it ſurr. 
Conſider man as an immortal being, 
Intelligible All; and All is great; $47 ws 
A cryſtalline tranſparency prevails, 3838s 
And ſtrikes full luftre through the human ſphere : 
Conſider man as mortal, All is dak, 
And wretched ; reaſon weeps at the ſurvey. 

The learn'd Lorenzo cries, * And let her weep, 
« Weak, modern reaſon : n Un go 
Authority, that venerable guide, 

« Stands on my part; the fam d Athenjan porch 

« (And who for wiſdom fo renown'd as they?) 

_ «« Deny'd this immortality to man,” 
| N 3 : I grant 


m " Youne*s Portms. 


I grant it; but affirm, they prov'd it too. 365 
| | A riddle this !-—Have patience; 1 M explain, © 
What noble vanities, what moral flights, 
Glittering throvgh their romantic wiſdom's page, 
Make us, at once, deſpiſe them, and admire? ' 
Fable is flat to theſe high-ſeaſon'd fires; 570 
They leave th' extravagance of ſong below. a 
4 Fleth ſhall not feel; or, feeling, ſhall enjoy 
« The dagger or the rack ; to them, alike 
« A bed of roſes, or the burning bull.” 1% 
In men exploding all beyond the grave, 375 
Strange doctrine, This! As doctrine, e 5 
But not, as prophecy ; for ſuch it proved, © 
And, to their own amazement, was fulfill'd: 
They feign'd a firmneſs Chriftians need not feign. 
The Chriffian truly triumph'd in the flame: {hab 
The Stoic ſaw, in double wonder loſt, K | 
Wonder at Them, and wonder at Himſelf, 
To find the bold adventures of his thought, 
Net bold, and that he ftrove to lye in vain. © 
- Whence, then, thoſe thoughts? Thoſe / towering 
thoughts, that flew  ” e 
Such —C  — — —— — — e 
The glorious ind of a deathleſs foul, 
Confus'dly conſcious of her dignity, d 
In e dominion, and in paſſon's ftorm, 90 
Truths ſyſtems broken, ſcatter d fragments lay, 
2 mk . 
ö 12 


Pleas'd 
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Pleas'd pride proclaim'd, what reaſon diſbeliev'd. 5 
Pride, like the Delphic prieſteſs, with a fwell, 95 
Rav'd nonſenſe, deſtin'd to be future ſenſe, 
When life immortal, in full day, ſhould ſhine ; 
And death's dark ſhadows fly the goſpel fun. 
They ſpoke, what nothing but immortal fouls 
Could ſpeak ; and thus the truth they queſtion d, prov'd. 
Can then abſurdities, as well as crimes, | 
Speak man immortal? All things ſpeak him ſo. 
Much has been urg d: and doſt thou call for more? 
Call; and with endleſs queſtions be diſtreſs d, 4 
All unreſolvable, if earth is all. | 60g 
„ Why life, a moment; infinite, defire ? _ 
« Our wiſh, Eternity? Our home, the Grave? 
« Heaven's promiſe dormant lies in human hope; 
« Who awilbes life immortal, proves it too. 
„Why happineſs purſued, though never found? 610 
« Man's thirſt of happineſs declares It it, 
(For nature never gravitates to nought) "ip 
«. That thirſt unquench'd declares It is not Here. 
« My Lucia, Thy Clariſſa, call to thought; 
« Why cordial friend ſbip riveted ſo deep, 6713 
« As hearts to pierce at firſt, at parting, rend, 
« If friend, and friendſhip, vaniſh in an hour? 
« Is not This torment in the maſk of joy? 
„% Why by reflection marr d the joys of /zn/e ? 1 
« Why paft, and future, preying on our hearts, 620 
4 And putting all our preſent joys to death ? 
« Why labours reaſen ? inſtinct were as well; | 

| Na c Inſtin& 


is YouNG's fror us. 

* O how ifallibte the thonghtlefs brute !:! 

« Twere well his Holineſs were half as fure. 623 

« Reaſon with inclination, why at war ? ELF 

a Why ſenſe of gualeP why conſtience up in arme? 
Conſcience of guilt, is prophecy of pain, 

And bofom-council to decline the blow. | 

Reaſon with inclination ne'er had jarr'd, 640 

If nothing future paid forbearance Here: Sect: by 

Thus on——Theſe, and a thoufand pleas uncall'd, | 

All proatiſe, ſome enſure, a fecond ſcene 3 © 

Which, were it doubtful, would be dearer far 

Than all chings vi at ns were it falſe, ha 

What truth on earth { precious as the lye? 

This world it gives us, let what will enſue ; 

This world it gives, in that high cordial, hope c 

The future of the preſent is the ſoul : 

| How this life groans, ——— the wot? 64 

Poor mutilated wretch, that diſbelieves! 

Buy dark diſtruſt his being cut in two, | 8 

In both parts periſhes ; Me void of joy, — 

Sad prelude of Eternity in pain ! 
n 

Our ardent wiſhes; how ſhould I pour out 

My bleeding heart in anguiſh, mec, a» n 0 

 Abhotr'd annihilation! blaſts the ſoul, — 

And wide extends the bounds of human woe! bs | 

Could I believe Lorenzo's ſyſtem true, 

In 76 black channel would my ravings run. 

« Grief 
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« Grief from the future borrow'd'peace, ere while. 
The future wanif"'d ! and the preſent pan . 
« Strange import of unprecedented ill! 658633 
* Fall, how profound! Like Lucifer's, the fallt 
« Unequal fate | His fall, without his guilt! 
« From where fond hope built her pavilion high, 
«© The gods among, hurl'd headlong, huri'd at once 
« To aightt To nothing, darker fill than night? 660 
«< If t was'a dream, why wake me, my worlt For, 
* Lorenz bouſtful of the , Friend t as 
« © for deluſon ! © for error ſtill! "fs 
. the 
« A thinking being in a world like This, 665 
Not over-rich before, ] beggar'd quite; 
More curſt than at the fail? The ſun goes out! 
The thorns ſhoot up! What leona 2overy ought 
« Why fenſe of better ? It imbitters worſe. 
« Why fenſe? why life ? If but to figh, then fink 670 
To what I was twice nothing! and much woe! 
A Woe, I - what wits 
| « wont 
To flatter moſt, high intellectual powers. 

« Thought, virtue, knowledge ! bleſſings, by thy ſcheme; 
« All paiſon d into pams. Firſt, &nowledge, once 675 
« My ſoul's ambition, row her greateſt dread. : 
« To inow myſelf, true wiſdom ?—No, to hun 
That ſhocking ſcience, parent of deſpair ! 
« Avert thy mirror: if I fee, I die. | 

« Know-my Creator Climb His bleſt abode 688 
« By painful ſpeculation, pierce the veil, 


« Dive 


** And gaze in admiration—on +> 0g L 
— — his throne, 685 
8 full rivers that ſurround NOM 
* From the ll one dv of jy on = 
3 er 
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« Merit is madneſs; virtue is a crime; dv; þ 

« A crime to reaſon, if it coſts us pain = it 

« Unpaid : what pain, amid a thouſand more, 

« To think the moſt abanden'd, after days 

« Of triumph o'er their betters, find in death 

« As ſoft a pillow, nor make fouler clay 715 
% Duty ! Religion Theſe, our duty done,. N 

« Imply reward. Religion is miſtake. Ol 

% Duty There 's none, but to repel the cheat. 

% Ye cheats | away! ye daughters of my pride! 

«© Who feign yourſelves the favourites of the ſkies : 720 

« Ye towering hopes! abortive energies ! | * 

% That toſs, and ſtruggle, in my lying breaſt, 

« To ſcale the ſkies, and build preſumptions There, | 

« As I were heir of an Eternity. | 

«© Vain, vain ambitions! trouble me no more. * 

« Why travel far in queſt of ſure defeat ? f 

« As bounded as my being, tx ere 

« All is inverted, wwi/dom is a fool. 

<< Senſe! take the rein; blind paſſion ! drive'us on; 

«© And, ignorance / befriend us on our way; 730 

© Ye new, but trueff patrons of our peace! Ty 

« Yes; give the pulſe full empire; live the brute, 

Since, as the brute, we die. The ſum of man, 

“ Of Godlike man ! to revel, and to rot. 
-«« But not on equal terms with other brutes: 735 

„ Their revels a' more poignant reliſh yield, __ 

« And ſafer too; they never poiſons chuſe. AY KC 
« Inftin#, than reaſon, makes more whotſome meals, 

« And ſends all-marring murmur far away. 


« For 
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« For ſenſual life they beſt philoſophize 5... 74a. | * 
« Theirs, that ſerene, the ſages ſought in vain: 
* "Tis max alone expoſtulates with heaven; | | 
« His, all the power, and all the cau/e, to mourn. 
« Shall human eyes alone diſſolve in tears? 
* And bleed, in anguiſh, none but Suman hearts? 745 
« The wide-ftretch'd realm of 1 
Surpaſſing /exſual far, is All our Own. 
« In ie & fatally diſtinguiſh'd, why ©. 
« Caſt in one lot, confounded, lump'd, in death ? 
Ere yet in being, was mankind in guilt? #750 
Why thunder'd this peculiar clauſe againſt us, | 
« A mortal an# All-wretched Have the ſkies 
<« Reaſons of ſtate, their ſubjects may not ſcan, 
"7 Nor humbly reaſon, when they ſorely figh ? 
% mortal, and All-wretched !—— , 
« Unparallel'd in nature : tis too much 
2 38 
* Omnipotent! for I ſee nought but porver. „ 
« And why ſee That? Why thought ? Totoil, andeat, 
Then make our bed in darkneſs, needs no thought. 761 
« What ſuperſluities are rea/oning ſouls ! | 
Oh give Eternity l or Thought deſtroy. 
« But without our curſe were half unfelt; ; 
Its blunted edge would ſpare the throbbing heart; 
* And, therefore, tis beſtow'd, I thank thee, Reaſon! 765 
For aiding %“ too ſmall calamities, | 
« And giving being to the dread of death. 
* Such are thy bounties -Was it then too much 


3 N « For 
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% For me, to treſpaſs on the brutal rights ? 

% Too much for heawen to make one emmet more? 770 
« Too much for chaos to permit my maſs 
« A longer ſtay with eſſences unwrought, 

« Unfaſhion'd, antermented into man? 

« Wretched proferment to this round of pains ! 

« Wretched capacity of phrenzy, thought / 

% Wretched capacity of dying, % 

« Life, thaught, worth, e, All (O foul revolt) 

« Once friends to peace, gone over to the foe. 
% Death, then, has chang'd his nature too: O death! 
„Come to my boſom, thou beſt gift of heaven |! 780 
«© Beſt friend of man | fince man is man no more. 

„% Why in this thorny wilderneſs fo long, | 
** Since there's no promi'd la-d's ambrofial bower, 
« To pay me with its honey for my ſtings? 

« If needful to the ſelfiſh ſchemes of heaven 755 
« To ſting us ſort, why mocit our miſery? | 
« Why this ſo ſumptuous infult o'er our heads? 

« Why this illuſtrious canopy difplay'd? 

« Why ſo magnificently lodg'd defbair *- 

At dated periode, ſure-returning, rel! 795 
„ Theſe gloriaus erbs, that mortals may compute 

« Their length of labours, and of pains z nor loſe 

Their miſery's full meaſure?——S$miles with flowers, 

And fruits, promiſcuous,” ever-tecming af, 
That man may languiſh-in Inn i frenes, 795 
« And in an Eden mourn his wither'd joys # 
Claim cart and ſkies man's admration, due 

For Such delights} Blet ama e d j je 


. | NI 


ns 
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To wonder; and too happy to complain! /! 
Our doom decreed demands a mournful ſcene: 80 
Why not a dungeon dark, for the condemn'd ? 

© Why not the dragon's ſubterranean den, 

“ For man to howl in? Why not his abode 

Of the fame diſmal colour with his fate? 
„A Thebes,-a Babylon, at vaſt expence 805 
« Of time, toil, treaſure, art, for owls and adders, 


— Wy 


% As.congruous, as, for man, this lofty dome, 


« Which prompts proud thought, and kindles high deſire; 
If, from her humble chamber in the duſt, : 
While proud thought ſwells, and high deſire inflames, 
« The poor erm calls us for her inmates there ; * 
« And, round us, death's inexorable hand | 


* Draws the dark curtain cloſe; 5 . 


« Undraws u more Behind the cloud of death, 
« Once, I beheld a fun; a ſun which gilt hone 315 
That ſable cloud, and turn d it all to gold: 
« How the grawe 's alter di Fathomleſs, as hell“! 
« A real hell to thoſe who dreamt of heaven. 
* Annihilation 1 How it yawns before mo? 
« 4 ** 
« The privilege of angels, and of worm, 
< An out · caſt from exiſtence | ne e 


4 This all-pervading;- ——— n 
© This particle of energy divine, pO: 
„Which travels nature, — to far, * 
% And viſits gods, and-emulates their powers, 
For ever-isextinguiſht; «Horror death! + 


2 
2 « When 
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When horror univerſal ſhall deſcend, ls” 
« And heaven's dark concave urn all human race, 330 
« On that enormous, unrefunding tomb, 
* 3 un = p 


Beneath the lumber of demeolif# d worlds, 
Deep in the rubbiſh of the general wwreck, 
Swept ignominious to the common maſs $35 
Of matter, never dignify'd <vith life,  * N 
Here lie proud rationals; The fons of beaven! _ 
The lords f earth ! The property of worms!o— © 
Beings of yeſterday, and not to-morrow! © 
Who liv in terror, "and in pangs eh, 8 
| All gotle to rot in chaos; or tomake”* © 
Their dapyy trinf® 206 locks I "Warns, * 3 
. NS: 


00 hear, pauſe, ponder, and provounce. _ 
Juſt is this hiſtory? If Juch is man, bag 
Mankind's hiſtorian, though divine, might weep, 
And dares Lorenzo ſmile -I know thee proud; 
For once let pride befriend thee; pride looks pale 
At ſuch a ſcene, and ſighs for ſomething more. 
Amid thy boaſts, preſumptions, and diſplays, 390 
And art thou then a ſhadow? Leſs than ſhade ? * 
A Nothing ? Leſt than Nothing'? To bove been, © | 
And not to be, is lower than Unborn. if 
Art thou ambitious * Why then make the worm 
Thine equal ? Runs thy taſte of pleafur# gh? 356 
A I TMs Fs 
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Dram riches? Why-chuſo beggary in the grave, | 
_ hope a bankrupt ! and for ever? 
T2 make that world of glory, rapture, wealth, 866 
They * lately prow/'d, the ſoul's ſupreme deſire. 


— — 
Dar ſt thou perſiſt? And is there an ä 
Rifing, and breaking, millions in an hour? 
Bubbles of a fantaſtic deity, blown up. $76 
In ſport, and then in cruelty deftray'd? 
Oh ! for what crime, unmereiful Lorenzo ! 
Deſtroys thy ſcheme the <vhole of human race ? 
Kind is fell Lucifer, compar'd to Thee: 
Qh1 ſpare this auge of being half-divine ; 37s 
And vindicate th acanomy of heaven. adv 
Heaven, is all love ; all joy in giving joy: 
Kein ble, on worthy @ to bet.  _ 28⁰ 
Is That, all gatare ſtarts at, thy deſire? 
Art ſuch a clod to win thyſelf all clay? __ 
Vat is that dreadful. wiſh The dying groan 
INS „enn, M 
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To nature undebauch'd no ſhock ſo great; 717 
Dre . 
Annihilation is an aſter- thought, ro 20 
A monſtrous wiſh, — 2 dies, . 1. 
And, oh! what depth of horror lies inclos di 
For non- exiſtence no man ever wind. 0 814 
But, firſt, he wiſh'd the Deity deſtroy c. 

If fo; hat words.are dark enough to draw. 6 kt 
Thy picture true ? The darkeſt are too fair. io Pl 
| eee a 


Of deſperation, by what fury's add. 
In what infernal poſture of the foul, . | j« if) hc 
All hell invited, and all hell in j joy i Nm 
At ſuch a birth, a birth e 4 . 


Did thy foul fancy:whelp ſo black a ſcheme I 
Of hopes abortive, faculties half blown, O00 * : 
And deities begun, reduc'd to duſt 2 12 

There s nought (thou ſay ſt) e 8 
Of feeble eſſences, tumultuous driven 
Through time's rough billows into night's re. 
Say, in this rapid tide of human ruin, i 
Is there no rock, on which man's wfing Gnght 
Can reſt from terror, dare his fate ſurvey, _ _ 
And boldly think it ſomething © be born? ww 
Amid ſuch hourly wrecks of 42% 0M b doigno} 
Is there no central, all ſuſtaĩning bat... 
All- realizing, all- connecting poν,t t . 
Which, as it call'd forth all things, e . ak 
Ani force deſruction to refund her ſpoil? 975 

Vor. II. 9 Command 
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Command the grave ? ISH: «7 
Bid death's dark-vale its human harveſt yield. 
And earth, and och, pay their debt of man, | 
Is chere no potentate, Ae out-fretch'd nr; w 
When riphking ume Ge de th" appointed bor, 
| Pluck'd from foul devaſtation's famiſh'd maw, 
Binds preſent, paſt, and future, to his throne ? 
His throne, how glorious, ths Ennely gael, 11 
By germinating beings cluſtering round! Wn, 
A throne, rb &s fd, 
Built (like a pbaras towering in the waves) 
An ocean of communicated bliſs ! 930 
This were a God indeed. And fuch is man, 
Az here prefum'd : he riſes from his fall. 
Think ſt thou Omnipotence a naked root, | 
Rach bloſſom fair of Deity deſtroy'd ? v3 
Nothing is dead; nay, nothing fleeps 3 2 
That ever animated human clay, 
Now wakes; is on the wing: and where, tons 
Will the ſwarm ſettle When the trumper's call, 
As oundingbraſs,collft vs, round heaven's throne 949 
Conglob'd, we baſk in everlaſting day, | 


r 
Had not the foul this outlet to the ſkies, 


wedges: e e ogg ; 


- 
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How ſhould we gaſp; as in un empty void? 94s 


How in the pangs of famiſh'd hope expire | 

How bright ayy-procpbed Bindd "how glocny; thine 1 
A trembling world ! eee ee oY 
— ny v6 th nn up 950 
Of countleſs millions, born cs fend the pang "PS 
Of being . Lorenso ! can it be? | 


This bids us ſhudder at the thoughts of ... 


Who would be born to ſuch a phantom world, 
Where nought ſubſtantial but our miſery? 936 
Where joy (if joy) but heightens our diſtreſs, 
So ſoon to periſh, and revive no more ? | 
The greater ſuch a joy, the more it pains. 
A world, ſo far from great (and yet how great | 
It ſhines to thee |) there s nothing real in it; 960 
Being, a ſhadow; conſcionſaeſs;” a dream: | 
A dream, how dreadful Univerſal blank 
Before it; and behind i Poor man, 2 ſpark | 
From non-exiſtence ſtruck by wrath divine, 
Glittering a moment, nor that moment ſure, 
Midſt upper, nether, and ſurrounding igt, 
Lorenzo | doſt thou feel theſe arguments? 
Or is there nought but wengeazce can be felt? 
How haſt thou dar'd the deity dethrone? 970 
How dar'd indi Him of a world like this? 
If ſuch the world, creation was a crime; 
For what is crime hut cauſe of miſery? 
waders oe 


8 a 
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endleſs arguments above, below, + on v2. 
| ihe an,” adds Garret male: A a4 wot 
ua immortal, there. nden deen „l 
But wherefore ſuch redundancy ? <p HEY 
Of argument? One ſets a ſoul at reſt! - Ati 
One obyious, and at hand, and, ah at dere 0 
So juſt the ſkies, Philander's life ſo pain d, 0 
His heart ſo pure; that, in farecading ſend: -- id Up 
— —— 4 
grant this argument is old; but truth - 935 . 
years impair; avid ga is ber wor. Nad if 
Thou never hadſt deſpis d it for its age. n nod 02 
Tyuib is immortal as thy-ſoulz and j 
As fleeting as thy joys: be wiſe, nor — ** 0 BE 
Heaven's higheſt bleſſing, vengeance ;; O be wiſe! 990 
Nor make a curſe of immortality... .. 
Say, know'ſt thou what # is, or what thou art? 
Know'f thou th ixzportance of a ſoul immortal? 
Behold this midnight glory: worlds on worlds? 
ing pomp | redouble this amuzez —— 995 
en thouſand add; add twice-ten thouſand more; : 
n 


ant Folk 


+ ++ We, 

For this, n 1 r n 
Truſt not in words, but deeds ; and deeds no leſs. 

Than thoſe of the Supreme; nor His, a fewg 

Conſult them all conſulted, all ꝓrbela m 

Thy ſoul's importance: tremble at, thyſelf; Hott A 


10 1 „„ For 


Tz 
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For whom Ommnipotence has wak'd ſo long: 
Has wak'd, and work d, for ages; — 
Of nature to this unbeli⸗ vin hour. 25 
In this ſmall province of His viſt domain . | 
(All nature bow, — — 
What has God done, and not for this fole end, toro. 
To reſcue ſouls from death ? n 
Is writ in all the conduct of the ſkies. © 
The ſoul's high price is the Creation's Key. | 
Unlocks its myſteries,” and naked lays © 
The genuine cauſe of every deed divine* 5 
That is the thain of” ages, which maintains 


"*Y 
5 


Their obvious correſpondence, and units 


Moft diſtant periods in one bleſt deſign : EH. 24 5 I Y " 
That is the mighty binge, on which have turn'd 6 
All tevolutions, whether we regard * 6 


183 FF) 1 * 
OY 


The natural, civil, or religious, world; 
The former two but ſervants to the third : 1 WE 
To that there duty done, they both expire, 
Their maſ7 new-caſt, forgot their deeds renown'd; . 5 
And angels aſł, Where once they ſhone fo py 75 103 4 
To lift us from this abje&; to ſublime z_* 2 
This flux; to permanent; this dark, to day; 
This foul, to pure; this turbid, to ſerene; 
This mean, to mighty !—for his glorious end 
Th* Almighty, ring, his long ſabbath broke ! x i855 
The world was made; was ruin'd; was reſtar'd; _ — 
Laws from the ſkies were puþliſh'd'; were repeal'd; 
On earth kings, kingdoms, roſe ; kings, kingdoms, 1 al 


( Fam'd the r Wor A: e 
= ſages lighted vp 45 ' Pro 
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The living were tranſlated; dead were rais'd; 
Angels, and mere than angels, came from heaven; 
- And, oh! for this, deſcended lower ſtill; | 16040 
Guilt was hell's gloom ; aſtoniſh'd at his gueſt, q 
For one ſhort moment Lucifer ador'd : 1 
Lorenzo! and wilt thou do leſs For this, 
That ballow'd page, fools ſcoff at, was inſpir d, 
Ol all theſe truths thrice yenerable code! 
Deifts ! perform your quarantine ; and then 
Fall proſtrate, ere you touch it, leſt you die. 

Nor leſs intenſely bent infernal powers 
To mar, than thoſe of light, this end to gain. 0 
O what a ſcene is here Lorenzo wake! 1050 
Riſe to the thought; exert, expand thy foul | 
To take the vaſt idea; it denies - 
All ae the name of great. Two wanting world! 
Not Europe againſt Afric; warring worlds ! 71 
Of more than mortal mounted on the wing ! | 1055 
On ardent wings of energy and zeal, 
High-hoveriag o'er this little brand of ſtriſe! 
This ſublunary ball—But ftrife, for what? 
In their own cauſe conflifting? No; in thine, 
In man's. His fngle intereſt blows the lame; 1060 


His the ſole ſtake; his fate the trumpet ſounds, 
Which kindles war immortal. How it burns} 
_Tumnltuous ſwarms of deities in armst __ __ 
. FOR 
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And.tempeſt nature's univerſal ſphere. —” 

Such foes implacable, are good, and ill; L244 

Yet rage, ae works eie eee benen chan * 

Think not this fiction, . There was war in heaven.” 

From heaven's high cryſtal mountain, where it hung, 2070 

Th Aer Sw ns bog; 

And ſhot his indignation at the deep :. 201 

Re-thunder'd hell, and darted all her fires. 

And ſeems. the ſtake of little moment till? - 7 IE 4 

And ſlumbers man, who ſingly caus'd the ſtorm? 1075 . 
He ſleeps. And art thou ſhock'd at myferies ? f 

The greateſt, Thou. How dreadful to reflect, 

What ardour, care, and counſel mortals cauſe 

In breaſts divine! how little in their own! | 
| Wher-ecLtun how newprog' pour vpon me! 208 

How happily this wondrous view ſupports 

My former argument! How ſtrongly ftrikes 
Immortal life's full demonſtration, here“ | 

Why this exertioa ? Why this ſtrange regard. - © 
From heaven's Omnipotent indulg'd to man? 108g 

| Becauſe, in man, the glorious dreadful power, 
Extremely to be pain d, or bleſt, for ẽ sr. 
Duration gives importance; 2 

An angel, if a creature of a day, e r 
What would be be? A trifle of no weight; 1090 
Or ſtand, or fall; no matter which; he s gone. 
Becauſe Immortal, therefore is indulg a ; 
This ſtrange regard of deities to duſt. . | 14 
Hence heaven looks down on carth with al hereyes: 

n Hence 
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Hence, the ſoul's-mighty moment in her fightz 1095 
Hence, every ſoul has partiſans above, ede done 
And every thought à eritie in the ſkies: 
Hence, "clay, vile clay! has angels for its guard, 
And every guard « paſſion for his charge: © 
Hence, from all age,” the cabinet divine © vhs 
Has held high counſel oer the fate of man. * 
. 
Angels undrew the curtain of the throne, | 
And Providence came forth to meet mankind: © 2 
In various modes of emphaſis and awe, — 
He ſpoke his will, n Ra 11 
He ſpoke it loud, in thunderand in ftorm. 
Witneſs, thou Sinai ! n 
And ſhaken baſis, own'd the preſent God; 
Breaking the chain that faſten'd it in air, 
Swept Egypt, and her menaces, to hell? 
Witneſs, ye flames! th Aﬀyrian' tyrant blew — 
To ſevenfold rage, as impotent, as ſtrong : b Kur 
Aid thou, earth “ witneſs; whoſe expanding jaws 1125 
e ee ee TS 
Has not each element, in turn, ſubſcrib'd 
The Jul bg re nd Fern ew the wi N 
"To bite thr truth through adumantine man 112 
If not all adamant, Lorenzo! hear; art vt 
All is deluſion ; nature is wrapt up, bo et Sue 71 
1 n T 
e . MID 5b — 
. Korak, &c. 
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| 1 
So COMPLAINT, Newt VII. ow 
There 's no conliſtence, meaning, plan, or end, "Tt 
in all beneath the ſun; in all above, 1 
(As eee r 
Is an immenſe, ineſtimable prise zj: 
Or all is Nothing, or that prize is all. 
E ;/ ba& 
And full equiyalent for groans below? - 1290 


Who would not give © trifle to prevent n l 
mug give » rene worlds w'care Du 
Lorenzo l thou haſt ſeen (if thine to-ſee) + 2 
All zature, and her God (by nature's cn 
9 —— uni 
The ſkies above proclaim, «. ;mmortal mann 


And, man immortal!” all below reſounde. 
The world 's a ſyſtem of theolog 1 1 7 
Read by the greateſt ſtrangers to he ſehoolsz. z; 
If Bone, learn'd ; —— ge. 
Is not, Lorenzo.! then, impos d on thee er 1 
This hard alternative ; or, to renauun de 
Thy reaſons or thy ſenſe ; 5 Wen 
What then is andelief? Tis an exploit; 
ſtrenuous enterprize : to gain it, man 12743 
luſt burſt through every bar of common-ſenſe, '- \\ 

Of common ſhame, - magnanimouſly wrong z 
And what rewards the ſturdy comba tant: 
His prize, repentance ; infamy, hie crow . 
of But wherefore, infamy For want of — 
33 evroxg he ſlides : 
There 's nothing to ſupport him in the rights. -, - 


Faith in the future wanting i atleaſt. nt ave 
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And ſtrong temptation-ripens it to birth: 2255 
I thun life's gain invites him to the deed, , 
Why not his country ſold; his father ſlain ? 
"Tis virtue to purſue our good fupremez | + 

And his ſupreme, his only good is bere. 
Ambition, avarice; by the wiſe diſdain d, 

Is perfect wiſdom, while mankind are fool, 
And think a turf, or-tomb-ſtone, covers all: 


And ſenſe by right divine aſcends the throne, 1163 
When wirtue's priae and proſpett are no more; 
Viriue no more we think the will of heaven. 
Would heaven quite. beggay virtue, if belov'd > 

* Has virtue charms ? - grant her heavenly fair 
But if unportion'd, all will izteref wed; 1170 
Though that our admairation, — "ons 4 
| dere 4g they wither and expire. | 
Reward: and punifanents make God aderd; | 17. 
And bepes and fears give conſcience all her power. 

As in the dying parent dies the child, 
- Firtue, with immortality, expires. 
Who tells me he denies his ſoul immortal, L 
Whate er his. boaſt, has told me, He 's a bnave. 1180 
His duty tis, to love himſelf alone ; | 
Nor care though mankind periſh, if he ſmiles. 


os Be | Is 


T2 
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Is dead already; nought but brute ſurvives. 
And are there ſuch ?—Such candidates there are 11g 
For more than death; 1 
Being, the baſis of the Deity ; a 
Aſk you the nb -The cauſe they will not tell +: 
Nor need they: Oh the ſorceries of ſenſe / | 6 
They work this transformation on the ſoul, 1290 
Diſmount her, like the ſerpent at the fall, un 21h] 
Diſmount her from her native wing (which ſoar c! 
Ere-while ethereal heights), and throw her down, © 
To lick the duſt, and craw! in-fuch/a thought. 
ls it in words to paint you? O ye fall'n ! 
Fall'n from the wings of reaſon, and of hepa? 


«1 


Ereft in ſtature, prone in appetite } 


a 2 


Boaſters of liberty, faſt bound in chains? 1300 
Lords of the wide creation, and the ſname / 4 
More ſenſeleſs than th' irrationals you ſcorn ! | 
More baſe than thoſe you rule Than thoſe you pity; 
Far more undone! O ye moſt infamous | 
Of beings, from ſuperior dignity ! | - 230g 
Deepeſt in woe from means of boundleſs bliſs ! | 
Ye curſt by bleſſings infinite } becauſe | 
Moſt highly favour'd, moſt profoundly loſt l wy" 
Ye motly maſs of contradifion ſtrong ' © 
And are you, too, convinc'd, your fouls fly off 12160 
In exhalation ſoft, and die in air, 

From the full flood of evidence\againff you? 
In the coarſe drudgeries and ſinks of ſenſe, 


Your 
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| Your ſouls have quite worn 5 
Hy vice new-caft, and creatures of your on Gagne 


But though you can deform, you can't deffiroy ; 


+ 


To curſe, not uncrrate, is all your power. 

Lorenzo | this black brotherhood renounce ; 
 Renounce St. Evremont. and read St. Paul. 1&1 
Viro, rapt by miracle, by reaſon wing d, 7220 
His mounting mind made long abode in beaven. 


To ſend the foul; on curious travel bent, | 
Through all-the provinces of human thought; . 
| ra 0 00+ —— wg 
this vaſt univerſe to make the tour; 
In each receſs of ſpace, and time, at homez 
Familiar with their wonders ; diving deep; : 
And, like a prince of boundlels interefts there, | 1 1 
Mill, moſt ambitious of the moſt remote 13230 
To look on- truth unbroken, and intir e: 
A Truth in the fem, the full orb; where truths 
| By.truths enlighten'd, and ſuſtain'd, afford MA 
—— 1 | 
W incumbent weight of abſolute, complete 2235 
here, the more we preſs, we ſtandd 
r moſt heli . * l 
Parts, like half-ſentences, confound ;/ the ci 
Conveys the ſenſe, and God is xinderſtood ; £91 
| Who not in Fragments writes to human face: Ne 
Read his 4vbole volume, ſceptic l then reply. 1 
Nu, thin js thinking fee» thought that graſs a 
Beyond a grain, and looks beyond an hour. : 


ä Ten 


This is freethinking, 'unconfin' to parts, ̃ wid 


1 nne, ©#. 2 


. 
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Turn up thine eye, ſurvey this miduight ſcene ; 


1 NIIIROTEY 
of human ſouls, one day, the deſtin d range? uri 
And what yon boundleſs orbs, to godlike man? . * 
ie IREn 
And aſk more ſpace in heaven, can roll at large 

{a man's capacious thought, and Gill leave room = 
For ampler orbs, for nau creations, therme. 
Can ſuch a ſoul contract itſelf, to gripe | ia +4 ton 3, 
A point of no dimenſion, of no weight? 
It can; it does: the world is ſuch a, point: +. 4 
And of that point, how. ſmall a part enſlaves l 10 
ow 

Why not ?—Friends, our chief treaſure | how they drop! 
Lucia, Narciſſa fair, Philander, gone! Ar 
The grave, like fabled Cerberus, yy. 


8 mouth; and, in an aweful voice, "as 


calls my foul, and utters all I ing. * 

How the world Falls to pieces round about us, | 
And leaves us in.a ruin of our joy. |. * n 
What ſays this tranſportation of my friends ? NIE". 

bjds me love the place where now they dwell, 1265 

d ſcorn this wretched ſpot, they leave ſo poor, 
Eternity's valt ocean lies before thee ; e 
There { theſe, Lorenzo! thy Clarif fails. * 
Give thy mind ſea-room ; keep it wide of earth, 


That rock of ſouls immortal; cut thy cord; "2179 
Weigh anchor; ſpread thy fails ; 1 4 


Eye thy Great Pole-flar ; make the land of life, 
Two kinds of life has dowble-natur'd man, 
aN And 


ſmall a partm—of natbing,. ſhall I h? 


1 


- 
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And two of death the laf far more fore. | 
77 the fong 1275 of 
'Thrives on his'bounties, —— | 
Life rational ſubliſts on higher food; 
Triumphant in His beans, who made th day. 
When we leave thitt'fan, and are left by this, 
ETbe fate of all whs drin ſubborn gat) 1280 
* "Tis utter darkneſd ; frifily double death.” 
We ſink by no fiidicidl'firoke of heaven, 
But r. , vs fre as plumbets full. | 
(Since light and darkneſs blend not in one ſphere) Tat; 
| Tie manifeſt, Lorenzo ! d mult change. vi 
K E 
Blame not the bowels of the Deity ; © | 
Man ſhall be blelt, as far as man permits. 
Not man alone, all rationals, heaven arms 1290 
To counter- act its own moſt gracious ends; 
And this, of ſtrict neceſſity, not choice; 
That power deny'd, men, angels, were no more 
Burr paſſive engines, void ef pralſs o blame. 155 
A nature rational implies the power 5 
5 Of being bleſt, or wretched, as we pleaſe ; | 
Elſe idle reaſox would have nought to do; 
And he that would be barr'd capacity f 
'Of pain, courts incapacity of Ulis. 1300 
Heaven willi our happineſs, allows our doom; 1 
'* Irviter us ardentiy, but not compels; f 
| | inves LT — almighty man decrees ; OY 


if 


. 
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Man is the maker of immortal fates.” 1 t l 
Man falls by man, if finally be falls; "30g, 


And fall he uf, 
The dreadful ſeeret That he lives for Bver. — = 
Why this to Thee ?—Thee yet, pethaps, in doubt 


of ſecondlife? But wherefore\doubtful fil! | 


Eternal life is ndture's ardent wiſhs 171510 
What ardently we wiſh, we ſoow believe: | A 
Thy tardy faith declares that wih deſtroy dt 

What has deſtroy d it shall I tell chee hat:: 


When fear u rhe future, "tis no longer vd :; 


And, when unwiſh'd, we Ar to diſbelieve. 1316 
« Thus infidelity our guilt betrays.” 17 MN 
Nor that the ſole detection ! Bluſh, sst * 
Bluſh for hypocriſy, if not for guilt. "FI 
The future fear u An infidel, and fear? . 
Fear what ? A dream? A ble ?—How thy dre, 1320 
Unwilling evidence, and therefore ſtrong, 

Aﬀords my cauſe an undeſign'd ſupport! 

How diſbelief affirms what it denies ! b 
« It, unawares, aferts immortal life.” — . 4 
Surpriſing | infidelity turns ot 1333 
A creed, and a confeſſion of our fins : 
Apoſtates, tha, are orthodox divines. 0 

Lorenzo! with Lorenzo claſh no more; | 

Nor longer a tranſparent vizor wear. 0 
Think 'ſt thou, Religion only has her ma? 133 


Our infidels are Satan's hypocrites, | RR 
Pretend the worſt, and, at the bottom, ht. 


ee, edt > pac” 


# 


* 


? rr 
II not for that aſylum, they might find 
A hell on cartb g nor ape a wotle below... . 
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Like him they ſerve, they tremble, and believe. 


Ig there hypocriſy, @/foul as thiss 421 


So fatal to the welfare uf the world? ava e e. 


What deteflation, what contempt, their due 1. 
And, if uapaid, he. chank d for their eſcape. - 


1369 


With inſolence, and impotence . 1 * 


Inſtead of racking fancy, to refute, deins as 4.75 


Reform thy manners, and the truth enjoy.— -.. 3 
t ſhall I dare confeſs the dire reſult ?? - 1345. 
DD rr 5 


From purer manners, to ſublimer ſaith, - I; "Tal © 
Is nature's unavoidable aſcent z © Butt. 
An hboneft deiſt, where the goſpel ſhines, {1 
Matpr'd to-nobler, in.the (ir lie, ende: 1250. 
When that bleſt change arrives, e en caſt ade 


rr RA 
Conviction, in a flood of light dπ⁹]. js. 
. K* 
evidence puts doubt to flight; a 

ardent hope anticipates the ſxies. k 


Of that bright ſun, Lorenzo ! fl the prey 


"Tis eaſy l it invites thee z/ it deſcends VR 


From heaven to wooe, and aſt thee whenee it came 
Read and revere the ſacred page; a page 8 
Where 9 2 A page g WW) 


; 05 n 8 * * . IL 1 vl + Which 
Milton. | 
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Which not the conflagration ſhall deſtroy, 

"Tis printed in the mind of gods for ever, +4 

In nature's ruins not one letter loſt. 1365 
In proud diſdain of what ey'n gods adore, 

Doſt ſmile ?Poor wretch! thy guardian angel wane, 

Angels, and men, aſſent to what I ſing ; 

Wits ſmile, and thank me for my midnight dream. 

How vicious hearts fume phrenzy to the brain} 2370 

Parts puſh us on to pride, and pride to ſhame; * 

Pert infidelity is wit cockade, 

To grace the brazen brow that braves the ſkies, 

By loſs of being, dreadfully ſecure, | 

Lorenzo! if thy doctrine wins the day, „ :Y 

And drives my dreams, defeated, from the field; 

If This is All, if earth a final ſcene, 3 

Take heed; ſtand faſt; be ſure to be a brave, 

A knave in grain! neer deviate to the right: | 

Should'| thou be good—how infinite thy loſs ! 380 

Guilt only makes annibilation gain. e 

Bleſt ſcheme! which life deprives of comfort, death 

Of hope; and which vice only recommends. 

If fo, where, infidels! your bait thrown out * 

To catch weak converts? cubere your lofty boaſt 1385 

Of zeal for virtue, and of love to man? 

Annihilation! I confeſs, in theſe. | 
What can reclaim you ? Dare I hope profound ” 


Philoſophers the converts of a ſong ? A 

Yet know, its * title flatters you, not me; 1390 

Yours be the praiſe to make ay tide good, ks OR a 
Vor. 1. P Mine, 


The Infidel Reclaimed. 
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r 
But fince ſo peſtilential your diſeaſe, 

Though foreign is the wedicine runde 

As yet, I Il neither triumph, nor deſpair : 1395 
But hope, ere long, my midnight dream will wake 
Your hearts, and teach your <vi/daw—to be wiſe : | 
For why ſhould ſouls immortal, made for bliſs, 
Eier with (and wiſh in vain!) that fouls could die? 
What ne er can die, oh | grant to Eve; and crown 1409 
The wiſh, and aim, and labour of the ſkies; 
Increaſe, and enter on the joys of heaven: 
Thus ſhall my title paſs a ſacred ſeal, 
Receive an imprimatur from Above, 2 
While angels ſhout—.An Infidel Reclaim d 1405 
To cloſe, Lorenzo! ſpite of all my pains, _ 
Still ſeems it ſtrange, that thou ſhould'> live for ever 
Is it leſs ſtrange, that thou ſhould'ſt live at all? 
This is a miracle; and That ng more. 
Who gave beginning, can exclude an end. 140 
Deny thou art: Then, doubt if thou Galt be. 
A miracle with miracles inclos'd, 

Is man: and farts his faith at what, is frange ? 
What leſs than miracles, from God, can flow? 142g 
Admit a God—that myſtery ſupreme ! ; 

That cauſe uncaus'd l all other wonders ceaſe ; 
Nothing is marvellous for Him: to do : 

Deny Him—all is myſtery beſides ; 
Millions of myſteries ! Zach darker far, 

Thu (hat thy wiſdom would, unwiſely, ſhun, 
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If wweal thy faith, ee A 

We nothing 4zow, n I 

Yet what is marvellous, we can't believe. - 4 
| $0: meal our reaſon, and ſo great our G. 4 


What moſt ſurprizes in the ſacred page, * 4 
Or full as ſtrange, or ranger, mf be ue. 
Faith ie not reaſons labour, but repoſs. _ 


To faith, and Virtus, why ſo backward, man? 
b ting > 1999 
The future, faintly ; can we, then, be avon? ©. 
If men, Lorenzo! the reverſe is right. 
Reaſon is man's peculiar : Seaſe, W 
The preſent is the ſcanty alm of fes ++ 
The. future, reafor's empire unconfin d: 48446 
On that exyending all her godlike power, | 4 
She plans, provides, expatiates, triumphs, there; + 
There, builds her Mating! r. 
And nothing aſks of fortune, or of m. 
And What is reaſon Be the, thus, def; 2440 
Reaſon is upright ature in e EHM. 

Oh! be a masz and rjve.to be a g 
< For wank? (hn 70) Todump tw jor of av" 
No; to give heart and ſubſtance to thy joys-.,. = 


4 g; a+ 


Safny upd. yen ap bard, and lms. 

That tyrant o'er the tyrants. of the faul, - 

She bids ambition quit ita tuen prize, _ 

Spun the lufuriant branch on which it fits, 

9 ſpring ut fiat u- 25 
„ 4 
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And plunge in toils and dangers—for'repoſe. 
If hope precarious, and of things, when ine, 
Of little moment, x K by 
What then, that hope, which nothing can defeat, 
Dur leave unaſk'd? Rich hope of boundleſs bliſs 1 
Bliſs, paſt man's power to paint it ; time's to cloſe! | 

_ This hope is carth's moſt eſtimable prize: 
This is man's portion, while no more than man : 1460 
Paſſions of prouder name befriend us leſs. | 
Jy has be tow ehe hav her death; 
Hope, like a cordial, innocent, though ſtrong, | 


Man's heart, at once, inſpirits, and ſerencs; you 
Nor makes him pay his wiſdom for his joys; '- 
"Tis AI our preſent ſtate can /afely bear, MAIL obs + a 
Health to the frame! and vigourto the mind! 
A joy attemper di a chaftir'd delight ! Saile bad. 


"Tis man's full cup; his paradiſe below! as O5c325%, 
Is All; eee al prod, 
I choſe no trivial or inglorious theme. Nin ot zo , 
And know, ye foes to ſong! (well-meaning men, 1475 
Though quite forgotten ? half your Bible's praiſe!) | 
- Important truths, in ſpite of verſe, may pleaſe : 
Grave minds you praiſe; 1 


: Þ es an Eternity, 


NI HT 
” © Maa one of &. 


INTE 97 43:8 


: 


NIGHT THE EIGHTH, 


v IR TUEs APOL 0'G 15 

Ty 7 ER | 5 

THE MAN OF THE WORLD ANSWERED. | 
' IN WHICH ARE CONSIDERED, 


The Love of this Life; the Ambition and Pleaſure, 
Vith the Wit and Wiſdom of the World. 


FE has all nature, then, eſpous d my part? 
Have I brib'd heaven and earth to plead againſt thee? 
And is thy ſoul immortal?—What remains? 
All, All, Lorenzo !-Make immortal, bleſt. 
Unbleſt immortals What can ſhock us more? 3 
And yet Lorenzo ſtill affects the wworld ; . 
There, tows his treaſure; thence, his title draws, 
Man of the world (for ſuch wouldſt thou be call'd) 
And art thou proud of that inglorious ſtyle ? 9 11 
Proud of reproach? for a reproach it avar, * 
In antient days; and /CHRISTIAN—in an age. 
When men were men, and not aham'd of heaven— 

| Fir'd their ambition, as it crown'd their joy. 

Sprinkled with dews from the Caſtalian font. 
Fain would I re-baptize the, END _ 
A 25 and a nobler names © *r ad vil 
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Thy fond attachments fatal, and inflam'd, 
Point out my path, and diftate to my ſong: : 
To Thee, the world bow fair / How ftrongly firikes 
Ambition ! and gay pleaſure ſtronger ſtill ! 20 
Thy virtue dead | Be theſe my triple theme; 


Nor ſhall thy wit, or wiſdom, be forgot. 
Common the theme; not ſo the ſong; if fle 
My ſong invokes, Urania, deigns to fmile. 25 
The charm that chains us to the world, her foe, 

I the diſſolves, the mar of earth, at once, 
Starts from his trance, and ſighs for other ſcenes; 

Scenes, where,theſe ſparks of night, theſefars, ſhall ſhine 
Unnumber'd funs (for all things, as they are, 30 
Their blended blaze on man's aſtoniſh'd ſight; 
A blaze—the leaſt illuſtrious object there. | 
To fwallow time's ambitions; as the vaſt 323 
High on the foaming billow ; what avail | 
If unattain'd our bighef? O Lorenzo | 

| towering hopes, what ſallies from the ſun, 
Phat grand ſurveys of deſtiny divive, 
And pompous preſage of unfathom'd fate, 
Should roll in boſoms, where a ſpirit. burns, 
Bound for eternity | In boſoms read 
By Him, who foibley in aschangels fees? 


TW... 
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On human hearts He bends a jealous eye, 

And marks, and in heaven's regiſter inrolls, 

The riſej und progreſs; of each option there; 

gSurred to doomiſtlay ! That the page unfolds; Þ 30 

And ſpreads us to the gaze of gods and men. 
And what an option, O Lorenzo! thine? 

This world ! and This, unrival'd by the ſkies ! 

A world, where laſt of pleaſure, grandeur, gold, 

Three demons that divide its realms between them, 55 
With ſtrokes alternate buffet to and fro 

Man's reftleſs heart, their ſport, their flying ball; 
Till, with the giddy circle fick, and tir d, 

It pants for peace, and drops into deſpair. 
Such is the world Lorenzo ſets above 
That glorious #romiſe angels were eſteem' d 

Too mean to bring; a promiſe, their 4dor'd 

Deſcended to communicate, and preſs, 

By counſel; miracle, life, death, on man. 

Such is the world Lorerito's wiſdom woes, 65 

And on its thorny pillow ſeeks repoſe ; * 

A pillow, which, like opiates ill-prepar d, 

Intoxicates, but not compoſes ; fills 

All the wild traſh of ſleep, without the reſt; 70 

What unftign'd travel, and what dreams of joy! 
How frail; men, things ! how momentary; both! 

Fantaſtic chace of ſhadows hunting ſhades ! 1 
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There 's not a day, but, to the man of thought, 
The ſcenes of bufineſs tell us What are men" 
The ſcenes of pleaſure—** What is all beſide ; 
There, others we deſpiſe ; and Here, ourſelves, 
Amid diſguft eternal, dwells delight? | 
"Tis approbation ſtrikes the ſtring of joy. 175 
What wondrous prize has kindled this career, 
- Stuns with the din, and choaks us with the duſt, 
On life's gay ſtage, one inch above the grave? 
The proud run up and down in queſt of eyes: 
The grave, of gold; the politic, of power, 
And all, of other butterflies, as vain! 
How is man's heart by waxity drawn in; | 
une draw -ikeomdundround,and then gun, 
Where gay deluſion darkens to deſpair _ 

% This is a beaten track.” Is this a track 
Should not be beaten? never beat enough, Re. 
Till enough learn'd the truths it would inſpire. rs 
Shall Truth be filent, becauſe Folly vu, ? 
Turn the world's hiſtory ; e 
But. fortune i ſports, or nature's cruel claims, 
Or woman's artifice, or man's revenge oy 
And endleſs inhumanities on man ? dur oi 5; 
Fame's trumpet ſeldom ſounds, but, like the knell, 


It 
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It brings bad tidings : how it hourly blows _ 
Man's miſadventures round the liſtening world? 
Man is the tale of narrative old temez 
Sad tale; which high as Paradiſe begins; 110 
As if, the toil-of travel to delude, | 
From ſtage to ſtage, in his eternal round, 
The days, his daughters, as they ſpin our hours 
On fortune's wheel, where accident unthought a 
Oft, in a moment, ſnaps life's ſtrongeſt thread, 115 
Each, in her turn, ſome tragic ſtory tells, n 
With, now and- then, a wretched farce between, 
And fills his chronicle with human woes. | 
Time's danghtersy'tres tw thats of d deres f. 
Not one, but puts ſome cheat on all mankind: 120 
While in their father's boſom, not yet ours, 
They flatter our fond hopes; and promiſe much 
Of amiable ;- but hold bim not o'erwiſe; * 
Who dares to truſt them; and laugh round the year, 
At ſtill- confiding, ftill-confounded, man, 125 
Untaught by trial, unconvinc'd by proof, 
Life to the laſt; like harden'd felons, lyes; | 
Nor owns itſelf a cheat, till it expires... 130 
Its little joys go out by One and One, | fa 
And leave poor man, — EIN | 
Night darker, than what, , involves the pole. 
O Thou, who doſt permit theſe ills to fall, 
For gracious ends, and would'ſt that man ſhould mourn}. 
O Thou, whoſe hands this goodly fabric fram d.,. 
. i Who 
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Who know'ſ ĩt beſt, and would ſt that man ſhould know ! 
What is this ſublunary world ? A-vapour; 

A vapour all it holds g itſelf, a vapour; 
From the damp bed 6f chaos, by Thy beam BI 
Exhal'd, ordain'd to ſwim its deſtin d hour 

In ambient air, then melt, and diſappear. 
Farth's days are number'd, nor remote her doom; 

As mortal, though leſs tranſient, than her ſons; 
Yet they doat on her, as the world and they 145 
Were both eternal, ſolid; Thou, a dream: 
They doat || en what? n 

A region of outfides ! a land of ſhadows! - 

A. fruitful field of flowery promiſes! © 

A. wilderneſs of joys! perplex'd with doubts, 150 
And ſharp with thorns! a troubled acean, ſpread 
Wich bold adventurers, their all on board! 

No ſecond hope, if here their fortune frowns ; 
Frown ſoon it . Of various rates they fail, 
Of enſigns various; All alike in This, | 155 
All reſtleſs, anxious; toſt with hopes, and fears, 
In calmeſt ſkies ; obnoxious All to ftorm ; 

And ſtormy the moſt general blaſt of life- 

All bound for happineis; yet few provide | 
The chart of Enowledpe, pointing Where it lies; 160 
Or virtues helm t& haps the courſe defighnd: — 
All, more or lefs, capticions fate lament 5 
Now lifted-by the tide, and now reſorb d. 
And farther from their Wales tar befbre:?: - 
All, more or leſs, agaitift exch other da, 165 
To mutual Burt, by guſts of paſfen drives, = 
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And ſuffering more from folly, than from fate. 

Ocean | Thou dreadful and tumultuous home | 

Of dangers, at eternal war with mann 
Death's capital, where moſt he domineers, 170 
With all his choſen terrors frowning round, 2-41 
(Though lately ſeaſted high at Albion's coſt) 
Wide-opening, and loud-roaring ſtill for more i 
Too faithful mirror ! how doſt thou refle&t TEE 
The melancholy face of human lifet 1273 
The ſtrong reſemblance tempts me farther ſtill : 
And, baply, Britain may be deeper ſtruck 4 
By moral trath, in in ſuch a mirror ſeen, 

Self-datter'd; mnexpaticne's, highiin hope) 180 
38——— — ng" 
We cut our cable, launch into the world, 
And fondly dream each wind and ſtar our friend ; 
All, in ſame darling enterprize embark's : 4 
But where is he can fathom) its extent? tg 
Amid a multitnde of artleſs hands, F 
Ruix's ſure perquiſite | her lawful prize | 1 
Some ſteer aright ; but the black blaſt blows hard, 
Aod mth. em ride of denne mhtabenned painſeer 
Full againſt wind and tide, /oame win their way; 19® 
And when ſtrong effort has deſery'd the port, 6 
And tugg d it into view, tis won | tis loſt? * 
Though ſtrong their oar, al fonger is ther fate 
They ſtrike ; and while they triumph, ——— 
nr 
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O'er them, and o'er their names, the billows cloſe ; 

To-morrow knows not they were ever born. 

Others a ſhort memorial leave behind, | 

Like a flag floating, when the bark 's ingulph'd ; 

It floats a moment, and is ſeen no more: 200 

One Czfar lives ; a thouſand are forgot. 

(Darlings of Providence ! fond fate's ele& l) 

With ſwelling ſails make good the promis'd port, 

Wich all their wiſhes freighted ! yet ev'n Theſe, 205 

Freighted with all their wiſhes, ſoon complain; 

Free from misfortune, not from nature free, 

They till are men; and when is man ſecure ? 

Beats down their ſtrength z their numberleſs eſcapes 210 

In rum end: and, now, their proud ſucceſs | 

But plants nc terrors on the victor's brow ; 

Their neſt ſo deeply drown'd, and built fo high 
Too low they build, who build beneath the ſtart. "oro 
Woe then apart (if woe apart can dñte 

From mortal man), and fortune at our nod, 

The gay | rich! great l triumphant! and auguſt! 

What are they ð 0 o'fay!) 

Convince me moſt of human miſery ; - 220 

What are they? Smiling wretches of to-morrow ! 

More wretched, then, than e er their ſlave can be; 

Their treacherous bleſſings, at the day of need, 

Dew, what provoking indigence in wealth 225 

| n What 
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What aggravated impotence in power | 
High titles, then, what inſult of their pain ! 
If that ſole anchor, equal to the waves, 
Immortal hope ! defies not the rude ſtorm, 
{Takes comfertiiuartedranidgtiliipfonge, 230 
And makes a welcome harbour of the tomb. 3 
Is This a ſteteb of what thy ſoul admires ? = 
4 But here (thou ſay'ſt)-the miſeries of life 
% Are huddled in a group. A more diſtin& 
Survey, perhaps, might bring thee better news. 235 
Look on life's ſtages : they ſpeak plainer {till ; 
The plainer they, | thee deeper wilt thou ſigh. 
Look on thy lovely boy; in him behold - 
The beſt that can befal the beſt on earth; L 
The boy has virtue by his other's fide : - 240 
Yes, on Florello look: a father's heart 
Is tender, though the man g is made of ſtone ; 
The truth, through ſuch a mediuin ſeen, may make 
FI oe Togo | 
PFlorello lately caſt on this rude coaſt 
A helpleſs infant ; now a heedleſs child; 
To poor Clariſſa's throes, thy care ſucceeds ; 
Care full of love, and yet ſevere as hate | 
O'er thy ſoul's.joy how oft thy-Guddde Sony 1 
Needful aufterities his will reſtrainmz 250 
As thorns fence · in the tender plant from harm. 
As yet, his reaſom cannot go alone; | 
But aſks a ſterner nurſe to lead it on. 
His little heart is often terrify'd; 
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Its pearly dew-drop trembles in his eye 3 
Ah ! what avails his innocence ? The taſk 

Injoin'd muſt diſcipline his early powers ; 

He learns to figh, ere he is known to ſin; 260 
Guiltleſs, and ſad'! a wretch before the fall ! | 
We purchaſe proſpets of precarioxs peace : 
: Thongh not  Jatder, This raight final n 5gh. 
| Teil ink our poor account to poorer Gill); 

He leaps incloſure, bounds into the world ! | 
Alas! the world o a tutor more ſevere; 

Its leſſons hard, and ill deſerve his pains; 
Or books (fair virtue's advocates l) inſpir d. 275 
Men of the wworld, the terre-filial breed. 
(Which glitter'd: long, at diſtance, in his ſight) 
And, in their hoſpitable arms, incloſe : atts 
Men, whe think nought ſb firong of the romance, 
So rank knight-errant, 28 a real friend: 
Men, that aft up to a golden rule, 
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That love a lye, where truth would pay as well; 
As if, to Them, vice ſhape her own reward. 
Lorenzo | canſt thou beax a ſhocking light ? | 
Such, for Florello's fake, twill now appear: an 
See, the ſteel d files of ſeaſon'd veterans, #4 
Train'd to the world, ee ebnen | 
Deep in the fatal ſtratagems of peace; 
All ſoft ſenſation, in the throng, rubb d off; 
All their keen purpoſe, in politeneſs, ſheath'd; agg 
His foes implacable—when worth their while; 
At war with every welfare, but their on 
As wiſe as Lucifer ; and half as good; 
And by whom none, but Lucifer, can gain- 300 
Naked, through Theſe (ſo common fate ordains), 
Naked of heart, his cruel courſe he runs, 
Stung out of All, moſt amiable in life, | 
Fed works ante edna dignity | 
Affection, as his ſpecies, wide diffus'd; 303 
Noble preſumptions to mankind's renown ; * + 
Ingenuous truſt, and confidence of love. 
FE 
Will coſt him many a ſigh ; till time, and pain, 
From the flow miſtreſs. of this ſchgol,. Experience, UE 
And her aſſiſtant, pauſing, pale, Diffruf, 
Purchaſe a dear - clue ta lead. his youth 
Through ſerpentine obliquites of life, 
And the dark labyrinth of human · hearts * 
And happy | if the clue ſhall came ſo chea g:; 32g 


For, 
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For, while we learn to fence with public guilt, 
Full oft we feel its foul contagion too, 
Tf leſs than heavenly virtue is our guard. 
Thus, a ſtrange kind of curſt neceſſity 
Brings down the ſterling temper of his ſoul, 
By baſe alloy, to bear the current ſtamp, 
Below call'd wiſdom ; finks him into ſafety ; 
non eee 

Where ſpecious titles dignify diſgrace, 
And nature's injuries are arts of life; 325 
Where brighter reaſon prompts to bolder crimes ; 
And heavenly talents make infernal hearts ; 
That unſurmountable extreme of guilt ! 

Poor Machiavel ! who labour'd hard his plan, 
Forgot, that genius need not go to ſchool ; 330 
Forgot, that man, without a tutor wiſe, 

His plan had practis d, long before t was writ. 

The world 's all title-page ; there 's no contents ; 

The world 's all face ; the man who ſhews his heart, 
Is whooted for his nudities, and ſcorn'd. 335 
A man I knew, who liv'd upon a ſmile ; * 
And well it fed him; he look'd plump and fair; 
While rankeſt venom foam'd through every vein. 
Lorenzo! what I tell thee, take not ill! 

Living, he fawn'd on every fool alive; 

And, dying, curs'd the friend on whom he liv'd. 

To ſuch proficients thou art half a faint. 

In foreign realms (for thou haſt travel'd far) 

. How curious to contemplate two ſtate-rooks, . 

Studious their neſts to feather in a trice, 345 
RY” 4 | With 
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With all the zecromantics of their art, 
Playing the game of Faces on each other, 
Making court ſweet-meats of their latent gall, 
In fooliſh hope, to ſteal each other's truſt ; - 
Both cheating, both exulting, both deceiv'd ; 350. 
And, ſometimes, both (let earth rejoice) undone ! - 
Their parts we doubt not; but be That their ſhame; 
Shall men of talents, fit to rule mankind, 
Stoop to mean wiles, that would diſgrace a fool; | 
And loſe the thanks of thoſe few friends they ſerve? 355. 
For who can thank the man, he cannot ſee ? 
Why fo much cover? It defeats itſelf. 
Ye, that know all things! know ye not, mens hearts 
Are therefore known, becauſe they are conceal'd ? 
For why conceal'd ?—The cauſe they need not tell. 360 
I give him joy, that s aukward at a lye ; 
Whoſe feeble nature truth keeps ſtill in we; 
His incapacity is his renown. 
"Tis great, tis manly, to diſdain diſguiſe ; 
It ſhews our ſpirit, or it proves our ſtrength. 
Thou ſay'ſt, Tis needful : is it therefore right ? 
Howe'er, I grant it ſome ſmall fign of grace, 
To ſtrain at an excuſe : and wouldſ thou then 
Eſcape that cruel zeed ? Thou may'ſt, with eaſe; 
Think no poſt needful that demands a knave. 370 
When late our civil helm was ſhifting hands, 
So Pulteney thought: think better if you can. 
But this, how rare ! the public path of life 
Is dirty :—yet, allow that dirt its due, 
It makes the noble mind more noble ſtill: 375 
vor. II. Q The 
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The world 's no neuter z it will wound, or ſave; 

Or virtue quench, or indignation fire. 

You ſay, The world, well-known, will make a man: 

The world, well-known, will give our hearts to heaven, 

Or-make us demons, long before we die. 383 
To ſhew how fair the world, thy miſtreſs, ſhines, 

Take either part, ſure ills attend the choice z 

Sure, though not equal, detriment enſues. 

Not wirtue's-ſelf is deify'd on earth; + * 

_ PFirtze has her relapſes, conflicts, foes; 383 

Foes, or 6/1 04" eee ee 

Virtue has ber peculiar ſet of pains, 

True friends to virtue, laf, and leaf, complain 

But if they ſigh, can others hope to ſmile? 

If <v;/dom has her miſeries to mourn, | - 390 

How can poor folly lead a happy life ? 

And if both ſuffer, what has earth to boaſt, 

Where he moft happy, who the lea laments l 

Where much, much patience, the moſt envy'd ſtate, 

And ſome forgiveneſs, needs, the beſt of friends ? 395 

For friend, or happy life, who looks not higher, 

Of neither ſhall he find the ſhadow here. 

The world's ſworn advocate, without a fee 

Lorenzo ſmartly, with a ſmile, replies ; 

« Thus far thy ſong is right; and All muſt own, 400 

And joys peculiar who to vice denies ? 

« If vice it is, with nature to comply: fr rt 

« If pride, and ſenſe,” are ſo predominant, | 

* r 40g 

« Can 
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« Can nature in a plainer voice proclaim 
« Pleaſure, and glory, the chief good of man?“ 
Can pride, and ſenſuality, rejoice ? 
From purity of thought, all pleaſure ſprings ; 


And, from an humble ſpirit, all our peace. 410 


Ambition, pleaſure ! let us talk of Theſe: 

Of Theſe, the Porch, and Academy, talk'd x 

Of Theſe, each following age had much to fay : 
Yet, unexhauſted, ftill, the needful theme. 


Who talks of eſe, to mankind all at once” © 41 


He talks z for where the ſaint from either free ? 


Are Theſe thy refuge No: theſe ruſh upon thee ; | 


Thy vitals ſeize, and vulture-like, devour : 

III try, if I can pluck thee from thy rock, 
Prometheus ! from this barren ball of earth; 420 
If reaſon can unchain thee, thou art free. = 

And, firſt, thy Caucaſus, ambition, calls; 
Mountain of torments! eminence of woes! 

Of courted woes l and courted through miſtake ! 

"Tis. not ambition charms thee z tis a cheat * 425 
Will make thee ſtart, as H at his Moor. © 
Doſt graſp at greatneſs ? Firſt, know what it is: 
Think'f thou thy greatneſs in difin#ion lies ? 

Not in the feather, wave it e er ſo high, | 
By fortune ſtuck, to mark us from the throng, 430 


— 


Is glory lodg'd : tis lodg'd in the reverſ em 


In that which joins, in that which equals, All, 
The monarch and his ſlave A deathleſs ſoul, 
« Unbounded proſpe&, and immortal kinn, 

« A Father God, and brothers in the ſkies;” 435 
«3 Q 2 Elder, 


222, vous rok Ms. 

Elder, indeed, in time; but leſs remote 

In excellence, perhaps, than thought by man; 

Why greater what can fall, than what can riſe ? 
If ftill delirious, now, Lorenzo! go; 


And. with thy full-blown-brothers of the world, 440 


Throw ſcorn around thee ; caſt it on thy ſlaves ; 
Thy flaves, and equals : how-ſcorn caſt on Them 
Rebounds on Thee l. if man is mean, as man, 
Art thou a god? If fortune makes him fo, 


Which draws a monſtrous pifture of mankind, 
Where, in the drapery, the mas is loſt; 
Externals fluttering, and the ſoul forgot. 
Thy greateſt glory, when diſpos d to boaſt, 


Boaſt that aloud, in which thy ſervants ſhare. 456 


We wilely ſtrip the ſteed we mean to buy: 
Judge we, in their capariſons, of men 
It nought avails thee, <vbere, but what, thou art; 
All the diſtinctions of this little life 

Are quite cutaneous, foreign to the man, 


455 
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Which ens into wealth, or climb renown. 
As crooked Satan the forbidden tree, 

All that now 
Their brazen creſts, and hiſs at us below. 
Of fortune's fucus ſtrip them, yet alive; 
Strip them of body, too; nay, cloſer ftill, 
Ay with all, but mura, in their.minds ; 


3» 
* 


Beware the conſequence : a maxim That, 445 


glitters, while they rear aloft -460 
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And let, what then remains, impoſe their name, 465 
Pronounce them Weak, or Worthy ; Great, or Mean. 
How mean that ſnuff of glory fertune lights, 
And death puts out | Doſt thou-demand a teſt, 

A teſt, at once, infallible, -and thort, 
Of real Greatneſs ? That man Greatly lives, 470 
Whate'er his fate, or fame, who Greatly dies; 
High-fluſh'd with hope, 5 
If this a true criterion, many courts, 
Illuſtrious, might afford- but few grandees. 
- Th' Almighty, from his throne, on earth ſurveys 475 
Nought Greater, than an honeſt, Humble Heart ; 
An Humble Heart, His reſidence ! pronounc'd 
His ſecond ſeat; and rival to the ſkies. 
The private path, the ſecret acts of men, 5 
If noble, far the nobleſt of our lives 4 
How far above Lorenzo's glory fits | 
Th' illuſtrious maſter of a name an . 
Whoſe worth unrival'd, and unwitneſs d, loves 
Life's ſacred ſhades, where gods converſe with men; 
And peace, beyond the world's conceptions, ſmiles ! 485 
As thou (now dark), before we part, ſhalt ſee. 
But thy Great Soul this ftulkting glory ſcorns. 
Lorenzo 's ſick, but when Lorenzo 's ſeen ; 
And, when he ſhrugs at public buſineſs, lyes. 
p Deny'd the public eye, the public voice, 490 

As if he liv'd on others breath, he dies. 
Fain would he make the world his pedeſtal ; 
Mankind the gazers, the ſole figure, He. 

Knows he, that mankind praiſe againſt their will, 

G Q3 And 
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And mix as much detraction as they can? 495 

— , 3 

As well as trumpet ? That his vanity ' 

Is ſo much tickled from not hearing A ? 

Knows this all-knower, that from itch of praiſe, | 

Or, from an itch more ſordid, when he ſhines 500 

Taking his country by five hundred ears, A, 

Senates at once admire him, and deſpiſe, 

With modeſt laughter lining loud applauſe, 

- Which makes the ſmile more mortal to his fame ? | 

His fame, which (like the mighty Cæſar), crown'd g5og 

With laurels, in full ſenate, greatly falls, 

By ſeeming friends, that honour, and deſtroy. 

We riſe in glory, as we fink in pride: 

Where boaſting ends, there dignity begins: 

And yet, miſtaken beyond all miſtake, 310 

The blind Lorenzo s proud —of being proud; 

And dreams himſelf aſcending in his fall. 

An eminence, though fancy d, turns the brain : 

All vice wants hellebore ; but of all vice, 

Pride loudeſt calls, and for the largeſt bowl; 515 

Becauſe, unlike all other vice, it flies, 

In ſact, the point, in fancy moſt purſued. 

Who court applauſe, oblige the world in hit; 

They gratify man's paſſion to refuſe. 

Superior honour, when afſum'd, is boft ; 520 

Ev'n good men turn banditti, and rejoice, 

Like Kouli-Kan, in plunder of the proud. * 
Though ſomewhat diſconcerted, ſteady ſtill 

To the world cauſe, with half a face of joy, 

| Lorenzo 


* 


% 


»4 


THE COMPLAINT, Nrenr VIII. 23z 
Lorenzo eries Be, then, ambition caſt; 525 


% Ambition 's dearer far ſtands unimpeach'd; 


« Gay pleaſure! proud ambition is her ſlave; 

« For Her, he ſoars at great, and hazards ill; 

« For Her, he fights, and bleeds, or overcomes ; - 
« Andpaves his way, with crowns, to reach Her ſmile: | 
« Who can reſiſt her charms ? Or, /bould? Lorenzo 
What mortal ſhall reſiſt, where angels yield? 
Pleaſure s the miſtreſs of ethereal powers; 

For her contend the rival gods aboyez 


Pleaſure 's the miſtreſs of the world below; 436 


And well it was for man, that pleaſure charms 3 ; 


How would All ſtagnate, but for pleaſure's ray! 


How would the frozen ſtream of action ceaſe | 
What is the pulſe of this ſo buſy world ? | 
The love of pleaſure : that, through every vein, 340 
Throws motion, warmth; and ſhuts out death from life. 
Though various are the tempers of mankind, 
Pleaſure's gay family hold All in chains: 
Some moſt affect the black ; and ſome, the fair; 


. Some honeſt pleaſure court; and ſome, obſcene. 566 


Pleaſures ob/cene are various, as the throng 

Of paſſions, that can err in human hearts; | 

Miſtake their objects, or trangreſs their bound. 

Think you there 's but one whoredom ? Whoredoms All, 

when our reaſon licenſes delight. an 

'Doſt doubt, Lorenzo ? Thou ſhalt doubt no more. 

Thy father chides thy gallantries ; yet hugs. 

An ugly, common harlot, in the dark; | | 

A. rank adulterer with others' gold ! « 3 0. 
0 ö Q + Aud 
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And that hag, wengeance, in a corner, charms. ' 333 
Hatred her brothel has, as well as we, 


| Where horrid epicures debauch in blood. 


Whate'er the motive, pleaſure is the mark: 
For Her, the black aſſaſſin draws his ſword ; 
For Her, dark ftateſmen trim their midnight lamp, $66 
To which no fingle facrifice may fall; 

For Her, the faint abſtains ; the miſer ſtarves; 
The Stoic proud, for pleaſure, pleaſure ſcorn d; 
For Her, affifion's daughters grief indulge, * 
Aud find, or hope, a luxury in tears; 56s 
For Her, guilt, ſhame, toil, danger, we defy; 
And, with an aim voluptuous, ruſh on death. 
Thus univerſal her deſpotic power 
And as her empire wide, her praiſe is juſt, 
Patron of pleaſure l doater on delight | . $70 
I am thy rival ; pleaſure I profeſs ; 
Pleafure the purpoſe of my gloomy ſong. 
Pleaſure is nought but virtue's gayer name ; 
I wrong her ſtill, I rate her worth too low ; 
Virtue the root, and pleaſure is the flower ; 875 
And honeſt Epicurus foes were fools. 

But this ſounds harſh, and gives the wiſ7 offence ; 
If o'erſtrain'd wiſdom Rill retains the name. 
| How knits axfeerity her cloudy brow, 

And blames, as bold, and hazardous, the praiſe 580 * 
Of pleaſure, to mankind, wnprair'd, too dear 
Ye modern Stoics | hear my ſoft reply; 

Their ſenſes men vill truſt : „ 
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5 -Own honey feveet 3 but, owning, add this ing; 385 
% When mixt with poiſon, its Sadly woe.” * 
Truth never was indebted to a lye. 7 
Is nought but virtus to be prais d, as good ? 
Why then is health preferr'd before diſeaſe ? 
| What nature loves ir good, without our leave. © 590 
And where no future drawback cries, © Beware; 
Pleaſure, though not from virtue, ſhould prevail. 
"Tis balm to life, and gratitude to heaven; ' 
How cold our thanks for bounties unenjoy'd-! © 
The love of pleaſure is man's eldeſt- born, 303 
Born in his cradle, living to his tomb 3. 
Wiſdom, her younger ſiſter, though more grave, 

Was meant to minifter, and not to mar, 
Imperial pleaſure, queen of human hearts. 
Lorenzo! Thou, her majeſty's renown'd, 600 

Though uncoift counſel, learned in the world 
Who think ſt thyſelf a Murray, with diſdain 
May'R look on me. Yet, my Demoſthenes ! 
Canſt thou plead pleaſure's cauſe as well as I? 
Know'ſt thou her nature, purpoſe, parentage? 60g 
Attend my ſong, and thou ſhalt know them all ; 
And know Thyſelf ; and know thyſelf to be 
(Strange truth !) the moſt abſtemious man alive. 

; Tell not Caliſta ; the will laugh thee dead; 
or ſend thee to her hermitage with L—, 6ro 
Abſurd preſumption ! Thou who never knew'ſt 
A ſerious thought f ſhalt thou dare dream of joy? 
No man e' er found a happy life by chance; "ION 
Or yawn'd it into being, with a with ; 2 
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Or, with the ſnout of groveling appetite, 615 
E*er ſmelt it out, and graibd/&.ie From the dirt 

An art it is, and muſt be learnt; and learnt 

With unremitting effort, or be loſt ; 

And leaves us, perfe& blockheads, in our bliſs. 

The clouds may drop down titles and eſtates ; 620 


ks 
* 1 


Wealth may ſeek Us ; but idem muſt be ſought; 
Sought before all; but (how unlike all elſe 


We ſeek on earth I) tis never ſought in vain. 
Firſt, pleaſure's birth, riſe, ſtrength, and grandeur, ſee. 


Brought forth by «viſor, nurſt by diſcipline, 625 


By patience taught, by perſeverance crown'd, 


She rears her head majeſtic ; round her throne, 1 


Erected in the boſom of the juſt, 
Each virtue, liſted, forms her manly guard. 
For what are virtue? (Formidable name !) 630 


What, but the fountain, or defence, of joy? 


Why, then, commanded ? Need mankind commands, 
At once to merit, and to male, their bliſs ?— 
Great Legiſlator |. ſcarce ſo great, as kind 


If men are rational, and love delight, 635 
Thy gracious law but flatters human choice; | 
In the tranſgreſſion lies the penalty; _ 2 


And they the moſt indulge, who moſt obey. 
Of pleaſure, next, the final cauſe explore; 


Not to turn hama brutal, but to build 

In aid to reaſon was the goddeſs ſent ; 

To call up all its ftreogth'by ſuck a charm, | 
120 Pleaſure, 


Its-mighty purpoſe, its important dl. 64% 
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Pleaſure, firſt, ſuccours virtue; in return, 645 
Virtue gives pleaſure an eternal reign. A 
What, but the pleaſure of food, friendſhip, faith, 
Supports life natural, civil, and divine 0 
Tis from the pleaſure of repaſt, we live; 
Tis from the pleaſure of applauſe, we pleaſe; 6 30 
Tis from the pleaſure of belief, we pray ; 
(All prayer would ceaſe, if unbeliev'd the prize): 
It ſerves ourſelves, our ſpecies, and our God; 
And to ſerve more, is paſt the ſphere of man. 
Glide, then, for ever, pleaſure's ſacred ſtream! 655 
Through Eden, as Euphrates ran, it runs, | 
And foſters every growth of happy life; 
Makes a new Eden where it flows ;—but ſuch 
As muft be loſt, Lorenzo ! by thy fall. 

© What mean I by thy fall? — Thou It ſhortly ſee, 669 © 
While pleaſure's nature is at large diſplay d; {2 
Already ſung her origin, and ends. 
Thoſe glorious ends, by kind, or by degree, 
When pleaſure violates, tis then a vice, 
And vengeance too; it haſtens into pain. 66g 
From due refreſhment, life, health, redſon, joy; | 
From wild exceſs, pain, grief, diſtraction, death; 
Heaven's juſtice this proclaims, and that her love. 
What greater evil can I wiſh my foe, 
Than his full draught of pleaſure, from a caſk 670 
Unbroach'd by juff authority, ungaug d | 
By temperance, by reaſon unrefin'd ? 
A thouſand dzmons lurk within the lee. 
Heaven, others, and ourſelves! uninjur'd theſe, 


* 
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Drink deep; the deeper, then, the more divine; 675 
Angels are angels, from indulgence there ; 
- *Tis unrepenting pleaſure makes a god. 
Doſt think thyſelf a god from other joys ?. 
A victim rather ! ſhortly ſure to bleed. | 
The wrong muff mourn : can heaven's appointments fail ? 
Can man outwit Omnipotence ? Strike out 
A ſelf-wrought happineſs unmeant by Him 
Who made us, and the world we would enjoy ? 
Who forms. an inſtrument, ordains from whence 
Its diſſonance, or harmony, ſhall riſe. 
Bade virtue's ray divine inſpire the foul 
With unprecarious flows of vital joy; 
And, without breathing, man as well.might hope 
For life, as without piety, for peace. 
% Is virtue, then, and piety the ſame ?” 
No; piety is more; tis virtue's ſource ; 
Mother of every worth, as that of joy.. 
Men of the world this doctrine ill digeſt ; A 
They ſmile at piety ; yet boaſt aloud 695 
Geod-wwill to men ; nor know they ftrive to part 
What nature joins ; and thus confute themſelves, 
With piety begins all good on earth; 
Tis the firſt-born of rationality. 
Conſcience, her firſt law broken, wounded lies; 500 
Enfeebled, lifeleſs, impotent to good ; 
A feign'd affeftion bounds her utmoſt power. 
Some we can't loye, but fot the Almighty's ſake ; 
A foe to God was ne er true friend to man; 
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Some ſiniſter intent taints all he does; 705 
And, in his kindeſt actions, he 's unkind, 5 
On piety, humanity is built; 

And, on hamanity, much happineſs ; 

And yet till more on piety itſelf. 

ö A ſoul in commerce with her God, is heaven; 70 
Feels not the tumults and the ſhocks of life ; 
The-whirls of paſſions, and the ſtrokes of heart. 

A Deity beliey'd, is joy begun ; 

A Deity ador d, is joy advanc'd; * 
A Deity belov'd, is joy matur'd. 
Each branch of piety delight inſpires; 

Faith builds a bridge from this world to the next, 

O'er death's dark-gulph, and all its horror hides; 

Praiſe, the ſweet-exhalation of our joy, | 

That joy exalts, and makes it ſweeter ſtill; 720 

Prayer ardent opens heaven, lets down a ſtream | 

Of glory on the conſecrated hour 

Of man, in audience with the Deity. 

Who worſhips the Great God, that inſtant joins 

The firſt in heaven, and ſets his foot on hell. 725 

Lorenzo! when waſt Thou at church before ? 

Thou think'f the ſervice long: but is it juſt? 

Though juſt, unwelcome : thou hadſt rather tread 

Unhall6w'd ground; the Muſe, to win thine ear, 

Muſt take an air leſs ſolemn. She complies. 739 

Good conſcience'! at the ſound the world retires z; 

Verſe diſaffeQts it, and Lorenzo ſmiles ; 

Yet has ſhe her ſeraglis full of charms; 

And ſuch as age ſhall heighten, not impair, 
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Art thou dejected? Is thy mind o'ercaſt ? 735 
To chaſe thy gloom.—** Go, fix ſome weighty truth; 
Chain down ſome pafſienz do ſome generous good; 
« Teach ignorance to ſee, or grief to {mile ; 
Correct thy friend ; befriend thy greateſt foez 740 
% Or with warm heart, and confidence divine, 

« Spring up, and lay ſtrong hold on Him who made thee. 
Thy gloom is ſcatter'd, ſprightly ſpirits flow; 
Though wither'd is thy vine, and harp unſtrung. 
Dot call the bowl, the yiol, and the dance, 545 
Loud mirth, mad laughter? Wretched comforters ! 
Phyſicians! more than half of thy diſeaſe, 

Laughter, though never cenſur'd yet as fin, 

(Pardon a thought that only ſeems ſevere) ny 
Is balf-immoral : is it much indulg d? 759 
By venting ſpleen, or diſſipating thought, 
It ſhews a ſcorner, or it makes a fool ; 

And fins, as hurting others, or ourſelves. 

"Tis pride, or emptineſs, applies the ſtraw, | 
That tickles little minds to mirth effuſe ; 753 ' 
Of grief approaching, the portentous ſign ! 

The houſe of laughter makes a houſe of woe. 

A man triumphant is a monſtrous fight z 

A. man deje&ed is a fight as mean. © 

What cauſe for triumph, where ſuch-ills abound ? 766 
What for dejefion, where preſides a Power, 
Who call'd us into being to be bleſt ? 

So grieve, as conſcious, grief may riſe to joy; 
80 joy, as conſcious, joy to grief may fall, 
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Moſt true, a wiſe man never will be ſad z 76 
But neither will ſonorous, bubbling mirth, * 

A ſhallow ſtream of happineſs betray: 

Too happy to be ſportive, he 's ſerene. 

Yet wouldſt thou laugh (but at thy own expence) 
This counſel ſtrange ſhould I preſume to give= 770 
“ Retire, and read thy Bible, to be gay.” 

There truths abound of ſovereign aid to peace; 

Ah ! do not prize them leſs, becauſe inſpir d, 

As thou, and thine, are apt and-proud to do. ods... 
If not inſpir d, that pregnant page had ſtood, - 979 / 
Time's treaſure | and the wonder of the wiſe! Sts 
Thou think'ſt, perhaps, thy ſo alone at ſtake z 

Alas !——Should men miſtake thee for a fool ;z— 

What man of taſte for genius, wiſdom, truth, | 
Though tender of thy fame, could interpoſe ? 780 
Believe me, ſenſe, here, acts a double part, tell 
And the true critic is a Chriftian too. 

But theſe, thou think'ſt, are gloomy paths to Ro 
True joy in ſunſhine ne er was found at-firſt; 
They, firſt, themſelves offend, who greatly pleaſe ; 2 
And travel only gives us ſound repoſe. 

Heaven ſeils all pleaſure; effort is the price; 
The joys of conqueſt are the joys of man; 
And glory the victorious laurel ſpreads 
O'er pleaſure's pure, perpetual, placid ſtream. 

There is a time, when toil muſt be preferr'd, 
Or joy, by miſ-tim'd fondneſs, is undone. 
A man of pleaſure is a man of pains. 
Thou wilt not take the trouble to be bleſt, 
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From thoughts full bent, and energy, the true ; 
And that demands a mind in equal poizxe, 


7956 


Remote from gloomy grief, and glaring joy. 
| Much joy not only ſpeaks ſmall happineſs, 
But that ſhortly muſt expire. $800 


— unbottom'd in reflection, ſtand ? 
And, in a tempeſt, can reflection live? 
Can joy, like thine, ſecure itſelf an hour? 
Can joy, like thine, meet accident unſhock'd ? F 
Or ape the door to honeſt poverty? 805 
Or talk with threatening death, and not turn pale ? 
In ſuch a world, and ſuch a nature, theſe 
Are needful fundamentals of delight: 
Delight, pure, delicate, and durable; $10 
Delig] hal fuline, divi 
A conſtant, and a ſound, but ſerious joy. 

Is joy the daughter of ſeverity? 
It is :—yet far my doctrine from ſevere. 
% Rejoice for ever: It becomes a man; wy 
Exalts, and ſets him nearer to the gods. 
« Rejoice for ever! Nature cries, © Rejoice ; 
And drinks to man, in her nectareous cup, 
Mixt up of delicates for every ſenſe; 
To the great Founder of the bounteous feaſt, 820 
Drinks glory, gratitude, eternal praiſe ; 
And he that will not pledge ber, is a churl. 

I firmly to ſupport, good fully taſte, 
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Yet ſparing pledge i ber bowl is not the beſt $25 

Mankind can boaſt.— A rational repaſt ; 1755 

« Exertion, vigilance, a mind in arm, 

« A military diſcipline of thought, 7g 

« To foil temptation in the doubtful field; | 

« And ever-waking ardor for the right.” © 330 

"Tis theſe firſt give, then guard, & chearful heart. 

Nought that is right, think little; well aware, 

What reaſon bids, God bids ; by His command 

How aggrandiz d, the ſmalleſt thing we GT, 

Thus, nothing is inſipid to the wiſe ; 2K2 0 

To thee, inſipid all, but What is mad ; of | 
Joys ſeaſon'd high, and taſting ſtrong of guilt. © | 

„ Mad! (thou reply ſt, with indignation fir'd) 

« Of antient ſages proud to'tread the ſteps, Sr 

4 J follow nature.” —PFellow nature till, © 0 

But look it be thine 020m Is conſciencr, then, © 1 

No part of nature? Is ſhe not ſupreme ? 

Thou regicide ! O raiſe her from the dead! 

Then, follow nature; and reſemble God. 

When, ſpite of conſcience, pleaſure is purſued, 145 

Man s nature is unnatur ally pleas'd : | 

Ard what 's unnatural is painful too 

At intervals, and muſt diſguſt ev'n Thee! 

The /a# thou know'ft ; but not, perhaps, the cauſe. 

Firtze's foundations with the world's were laid; $50 

Heaven mixt her with our make, and twiſted cloſe 

Her ſacred intereſts with the ſtrings of life. 

Who breaks her aweful mandate, ſhocks himſelf, 

His better ſelf; a Rect | 

Vols IL, + __ Our 
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- 


| "Tis hers, by retroſpect, through time to range; 0 * 
And forward time's great ſequel to ſurvey. 
* Copld human courts take yengeance on the mind, 36s 
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eee d 4s 
And one, in their eternal war, . myſt bleed. 
If one auf ſuffer, which ſhould leaſt be par d! 


The pains of mind ſurpaſs the paius of ſenſe: 


Aſk, then, the gest, what torment is in guilt. _ 
7 
Senſe on the preſens only feeds y. the foul 
On paſt, and future, forages for joy. | 


* ö 


Axes might ruſt, and racks and gibbets fall : 


Guard, then, thy mind, N 1 


Lorenzo | wilt thou never be a man? 


| The man is dead, who for the body lives,. ..._.. + ++ 


Lav'd, by the bending of bio pul, to lit = v 
ich every luſt, that wars againſt his peace : | | 2656] 


And ſets him quite at variance with himſelf. 


Thyfelf, art, know ; then love: a e there ies 
Of virtue fond, that kindles at ber charms, 
A ſelf there is, as fond of every vice, * 13786 
Wr . V. 
Humility degrades it, juftice robs, | 

Bleſt bounty beggars it, fair truth betrays, 

And god-like magnanimity deſtroys. «it 
This ſelf, when rival to the former, ſcorn 2830 
When not in ton, kindly treat, | 
Defend it, feed it ut when virtue bids, 

Tols it, or to the fowls, or to the flames. | 

And why ? en 


3 þ 4 Comply, | 
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Comply, or own ſelf-love extiucł, or Bil. 885 


„e what is Ge e 


1 


A poor blind merchant buying joys too dear. 
And wirtue, what ? "Tis ſelf-love in her wits, 
Quite {kilful in the market of delight. _ « 
Self-love's good ſenſe is love of that dread Power, #90 
From whom herſelf, and all ſhe can enjoy. 
Other ſelf- love is but diſguis'd ſelf- hate; - 
More mortal than the malice of our foes; 
A ſelf-hate, mow, ſcarce felt; then felt full-fore, 
When being, curſt; extinction, loud implor'd ; | %s 
And every thing preferr'd to what we are. 

Yet this ſelf-love Lorenzo makes his choice : 


And, in this choice triumphant, boaſts of joy. 


| How is his want of happineſs betray'd, 


By diſaffection to the preſent hour ! 900 
Imagination wanders far afield : | 1 
The future pleaſes : why? The preſent pains.— _ 
“% But that s a ſecret.” Yes, which all men know; . 
And know from Thee, diſcover'd unawares. _ 
Thy ceaſeleſs agitation, reſtleſs roll 90g 
From cheat to cheat, impatient of a pauſt; | 
What is it?—"Tis the cradle of the ſoul, 
From inflin4 ſent, to rock her in diſeaſe, 
Which her phyſician, Reaſon, will not cure. | 
A poor expedient? yet thy beſt; and while © 910 
It mitigates thy pain, it #5 it too. ON 
Such are Lorenzo's wretched remedies |! 
The weak have remedies ; the wiſe have } joys. 
9 is ſuperior bliſs, 


1 R 2 And 


| Falſe pleaſure from abroad her joys imports ; — 
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And what ſure mark diſtinguiſhes the wiſe? 916 


. Conſiſtent wiſdom ever wills the ſu e 
Thy fickle wiſh is ever on the wing. wo He 
Sick of herſelf, is folly's character 


As wviſdom's is, a modeſt ſelf- applauſe. 
A. change of evils is i good ſupreme; _ 920 
Nor, but in motion, canſ thou find thy reſt. My mo1r7 
DE TE eting 6 -. 12447 20 
The firſt ſure ſymptom of a mind in health, 4 
Is reſt of heart, and pleaſure felt at home. 


Rich from within, and ſelf- ſuſtain d, the true, _ 
The true is fixt, and ſolid as a rock; BY r 
4 the /alſe, and toſſing, . e A 


That, like the fabled, ſelf-enamour d boy, AO 
| Howme-contemplation her fupreme delight ; _ 1 
She dreads an interruption from without, * r 


Smit with her on condition; and the more 
Intenſe ſhe gazes, ſtill it charms the more. 
No man is happy, till he thinks, on earth _ 
There breathes not a more happy than himſelf : 
Then envy dies, and love o'erflows on AU; 
And love o'erflowing makes an angel Here. 
Such angels, All, intitled to repoſe 

On Him who governs fate : though tempeſt frowns, 940 
Though nature ſhakes, how ſoft to lean on heaven! 
To lean on Him, on whom archangels lean! 
With inward eyes, and filent as the grave, 
They ſtand collecting every beam of thought, 
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Till cheir hearts kindle with divine delight; © ' 943 
For all their thoughts, like angels, ſeen of old 
In Ifrael's dream, come from, and go to, heaven 
Hence, are they ſtudious of ſequeſter d ſcenes j- 
While noiſe, and diſſipation, comfort thee. 905 

Were all men happy, revelings would ceaſe, 9350 
That opiate for inquietude within. 408 
Lorenzo never man was truly bleſt, 

But it compos'd, and gave him ſuch a caſt, 

As folly might miſtake for want of joy. | 

A eaſt, unlike the triumph of the proud; ' 935 
A modeſt aſpect, and a ſmile at heart. a 
O for a joy from thy Philander's ſpring! 

A ſpring perennial, riſing in the breaſt, 

And permanent, as pure! no turbid ſtream <6? 
Of rapturous exultation, ſwelling high z 960 
Which, like land- floods, impetuous pour a while, 

Then fink at once, and leave us in the mire. 
What does the man, who tranſient joy prefers ? 

What, but prefer the bubbles to the ſtream ? 

Vain are all ſudden fallies of delight; 965 
Convulſions of a weak, diſtemper d joy. r 
Joy 's a fixt ſtate; a tenure, not a ſtart. 

Bliſs there is none, but unprecariaus bliſs : | 
That is the gem: fell All, e een | 
Why go a-begging to contingencies, |, . 8 
Not gain'd with eaſe, nor ſafely lov'd, if gal d / N 
At good fortuitous, draw back, and pauſe; 
Suſpe& it; what thou canſt enſure, enjoy; | 
And nought but what thou giv'ſt thyſelf, is ſure. 

R 3 | Reaſon 
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Reaſon perpetuates joy that reaſon gives, 978 

And makes it as immortal as herſelf: ff 

To mortals, nought immortal, kn Sec worth. A 
Morth, conſcious worth | ſhould abſalutely reign; © 
Nor, unexamin'd, ever leave obtain. 90 

Thou art all anarchy ; a mob of joys tt 
Wage war, and periſh in inteſtine broils 3 
Not the leaſt promiſe of internal peace 
No boſom-comfort ! or unborrow d bliſs !- 

Thythoughts are vagabonds ; All outward-bound, 115 

Mid ſands, and rocks, and ſtorms, to cruiſe for pleaſure; 

- If gain ' d, dear · bought; and better miſs d than gain d. 
Much pain muſt expiate what much pain procur d. 
Fancy, and ſenſe, from an infected ſhore, 1 
Thy. cargo bring z and peſtilence the prize. 39 
Then, ſuch thy thicſt (inſatiable thirſt ! * 

By fond indulgence but inflam'd the more) 
Fancy ſtill cruiſes, when poor ſexſe is tir d. 

Imagination is the Paphian ſhop, | 
Where feeble happineſs, like Vulcan, lame, 995 
Bids foul ideas, in their dark receſs, - 99 
And hot as hell (which kindled the black fires), - 
With wanton art, thoſe fatal arrows form, 7 
Which murder all thy time, health, wealth, and Gra" 
Wouldſt thou receive them, other thoughts there are, 1000 
On angel-wing, deſcending from above, * 
Which theſe, with art divine, would nn enn 
And form celeſtial armour for thy peace. 
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In this is ſeen imagination's guilt; | 
But who can count her follies ? She betrays thee, 10064 
To think in grandeur there is ſomething great. 
For- works of curious art, and antient fame, 
Thy genius hungers, elegantly pain'd ; | 
And foreign climes muſt cater for thy taſte. 1 
Hence, what diſaſter . Though the price was paid, 1010 
That perſecuting prieſt, the Turk of Rome, : 
Whoſe foot (ye gods I) though cloven, muſt be kiſs'd, 
Detain'd thy dinner on the Latian ore; 5 
(Such is the fate of hone Proteſtants !) ; 
And poor magnificence is ſtary'd to death. 1015 
Hence juſt reſentment, indignation, ire !— 2s 
Be pacify'd, if outwvard things are great, SW 
Tis magnanimity great"things to ſcorn; 
Pompous expences, and parades auguſt, : 
And courts, that infalubrious ſil to peace: 1620 
True happineſs ne et enter d at an eye; 15 
True happineſs reſides in thiugꝭ unſeen. 
No ſmiles of fortane ever bleſt the bad, 
That jewel wanting, triple crowns are poor: 1045 
So tell his Halineſt, and be reveng d. "M 
Pleaſure; we both agree, is man's chief good; 

Our only conteſt, what deſerves the name. 
Give pleaſure's name to nought, but what has paſs'd 
Th” authentic ſeal of reaſon (which, like Yorke, 1030 
Demurrs/on what it paſſes), and defies | . 
The tooth of time; when paſt, a pleaſure ſtill; 
r lovelier for its age, 

R 4 | And 
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And doubly to be priz'd, as it promotes A £1 wk ka” 
Our future, while it forms our preſent, joy. 1035 
Some joys the future overcaſt ; and ſome .. th of? 
Throw all their beams that way, and bid the tomb. 
Some joys endear eternity; ſome give 
Abhorr'd annihilation dreadful charms. 
Are rival joys contending for thy choice? 1040 
Conſult thy aubole exiflence, and be ſa fm 
That oracle will put all doubt to flight. 
I hams: 
Be good—and let heaven anſwer for the reſt, _ * 
Vet, with a ſigh o'er all mankind, I grant 1045 
In this our day of proof, our land of hope, 
The good man has his clouds that intervene ; - - - 
Clouds, that obſcure his ſublunary day, om 
But never conquer: ev'n the be muſt Wu, 4q 
; Patience, and reſignation, are the pillars -, 1102049 
Of human peace on earth. The pillars, Theſes ** 
But thoſe of Seth not more remote from Thee, 


Till this heroic leſſon thou haſt learnt tt 
To frown at pleaſure, and to ſmile in pain 
Fir'd. at the proſpe& of unclouded bliſs, 1055 
Hezveg in reverſion, like the ſun, as yet 


Beneath th' horizon, chears us in this world 


It ſheds, on fouls ſuſceptible of light. 
The glorious dawn of our eternal dag. 


. This (ſays Lorenzo) is a fair harangue: 1060 
But can harangues blow back ſtrong nature's ſtream; 
Or ſtem the tide heayen puſhes through our yeins, 


« Which fweeps away man's impotent realen, 7 
5 An 
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« And lays his labour level with the avorld ?” 
Themſelyes men make their comment on mankind 
And think nought i, but what they find at home: 
Thus, weakneſs to chimera turns the trunk. 

Nothing romantic has the Muſe preſcrib'd. 
Above, Lorenzo ſaw the man of earth, 
The mortal man; and wretched-was the ſight. 
To balance that, to comfort, and exalt, 
Now ſee the man immortal: him, I mean, 
Who lives as ſuch; whoſe heart, fll-bent on heaven, 
Leans all /bat way, his bias to the ſtars. | 
The world's dark ſhades, in contraſt ſet, ſhall raiſe 1075. 
His luſtre more; though bright, without a foil: wo 
Obſerve his aweful portrait, and admire ; | cate 
Nor ſtop at wonder imitate, and live. oh 
Some angel guide my pencil, while I draw, os 
What nothing leſs than angel can enceed! 1089 
A man on earth devoted to the ſkies; 
Like ſhips in ſeas, while i; above the world. 
With aſpe& mild, and elevated eye, 
Behold him ſeated on a mount ſerene, | x 
Above the fogs of ſenſe, and paſſion's ſtorm ; 208g, 
All che black cares, and tumults, of this life, 
Like harmleſs thunders, breaking at his feet, 
Excite his pity, not impair his peace. 
Earth's genuine ſons, the ſceptred, and the ſlave, 
A mingled mob l a wandering herd ! he ſees, 1090 
Bewilder'd in the vale; in all unlike ! | 
* whar higher praiſe ? 3 
| v What 
TY. - In a former Night | 
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Too dear be holds his intereſt, to neglet 

Another's welfare, or his right invade; 

Their intereſt, like a lion, lives on prey. 7125 

They kindle at the ſhadow of a wrong; $3 | 

Wrong be ſuſtains with temper, looks on heaven, 

Nor ſtoops to think his injurer his foe; | 

Nought, but what wounds his virtue, wounds his peace. 

A cover'd heart their character defends ; 2130 

A cover d heart denies him half his praiſe. 

With nakedneſs his innocence agrees; 

While their broad foliage teſtifies their fall. 

Their no joys end, where bis full feaſt begins: 

His joys create, Theirs murder, future bliſs. 235 

To triumph in exiſtence, bis alone; 

And bis alone, triumphantly to think 

His true exiſtence is not yet begun. 4 

His glorious courſe was, yeſterday, complete; 

Death, then, was welcome ; yet life ſtill is ſweet. 1145 
But nothing charms Lorenzo, like the firm, 

Undaunted breaſt—And whoſe is that high praiſe ? 

They yield-to pleaſure, though they 1 

And ſhew no fortitude, but in the field ; | 8 

IE there they ſhew it, tis for glory ſhewn-3 ng 

Nor will that cordial always man their hearts. 

A cordial bis ſuſtains, that cannot fail; * 

By pleaſure unſubdued, unbroke by pain, 

He ſhares in that Omnipotence he truſts: yy 

| All-bearing, all-attempting, till he falls; g 

And when he falls, writes VICI on his ſhield. | 

From magnanimity, all fear above; 

1 . M Be? From 
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| From nobler recompence, above applauſe ; 5A 453k oo T 
Which owes to man's fort out-look all its charms. _ 
Backward to credit hat he never felt, 1155 
Lorenzo cries, “ Where ſhines this miracle? 
% From what root riſes this immortal man ?” 
A root that grows not in Lorenzo's. ground; 
The root diſſect, nor wonder at the fh e 
r 1160 
An uninverted ſyſtem of a man. | 
a His appetite wears zen golden chain, | L 
And finds, in due reftraint, its luxury. 
Is taught to fly at nought, but Infinite. 216g 
Patient his bope, un-anxious is his care, 9 
His caution fearleſs, and his grief (if grief 
The gods ordain) a ſtranger to deſpair. 
And why ?—Becauſe, affection, more than meet, 
His wiſdom leaves not diſengag'd from heaven. 1170 
Thoſe ſecondary goods that ſmile on earth, 4 
He, loving in proportion, loves in-pSeace. | 
They moſt the world enjoy,” who leaſt admire. 
His underflanding ſcapes the common cloud | 
of fumes, ariſing from a boiling breaſt. _ 
His head is clear, becauſe his heart js cool, 
By worldly competitions uninſlam dt. 
eee eee 
Diſtin& ideas, and matur d debate | 
An eye impartial; und an even ſeale; | 2180 
Whence julgiuratſound,/ nad unrepenting choice. 
"gs, Thus, 


1175 


* 3 * See page 241. ver, 238. 
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Thus, in a double ſenſe, the goad are wife; 
On its on dunghill, wiſer than the world.” 0. 
What, then, the world? It muff be doubly weak; 
Strange truth! a oo wouldrhey believe their Crd. 


Yet thus at is; nor otherwiſe car be Lak 
So far from aught romantic, What I fing. 
Bliſs has no heing, virtue has no ftrength,. awd 


But from the proſpe& of immortal life: - * N 
Who think earth all, or (what weighs juſt the ſame) 1190 N 
Who care no farther, muff prise what it yields; 
Fond of its fancies, proud of its parades. L 
Who thinks earth nothing, can't its charms admire; - 
He can't a foe, though moſt malignant, hate 
Becauſe that hate would prove his greater foe.. 2295 
'Tis hard for them (yet who ſo loudly boaſt 14 


Good - will to men?) to love their deareſt friend 


For may not he invade their good ſupreme, 

Where the leaſt jealouſy turns love to gall ? ab 
All ſhines to them, that for a ſeaſon ſhines, 1200 
Each act, each thought, be queſtions, What its weight, 


_ © Its colour what, ,a thouſand ages hence? 


And what it there appears, he deems it now. . 
Hence, pure are the receſſes of his ſoul. 4 
The god-like man has nothing to conceal. 1205 


His virtue, conſtitutionally deep, 


Has babit's firmneſs, and afedion's flame; * 
Angels, ally d, deſcend to feed the firez 
And death, which others flays, makes him a god. · | 
And now, Lorenzo l bigot of this world. 120 
n 
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For what art thou? Thou boaſter.! while thy glare, 
Likes broad miſt, at diſtance, ſtrikes us mot; on 
And, like a miſt, is nothing when at hand; 
His merit, like a mountain, on approach, 
Lorenzo | riſe to-fomething, by rep. 
The world; thy client, liſtens; and expeRs 4 
And longs to crown thee with i | praiſe, W 
22 . 9 
— on; a 
And, with a thoufand pleaſantries, amuſe; INT, ; 
che Il ſparkle, puzzle, flotter, raiſe a daft, 1230 
And fly conviction, in the duſt ſhe rais'd. N 
But, as its ſubſtitare, a dire diſcaſe . #1 
 Pernicious talent! flatter'd by the world, 1235 
By the blind world, which thinks the talent-rare. = 


Wiſdom is rare, Lorenzo! wit #bounds ; A a: 
5 Tae, cxn give it ; ſometimes wine inſpires 3 
þ es n A 
Cate the den, and rivals thy renown” | 7 
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For thy renown, t were well, was this the worſt; 
Chance often hits it; and, to pique thee more, 7 
See dullneſs, blundering on vivacities, A 
her ſage head at the calamity, 14345 
ich has expos d, and let her down to the. 
But viſdam, aweful wiſdom! which inſpects, 4 
Diſcerns, compares, weighs, ſeparates, infers, 
Seizes the right, and holds it to the laſt; 


Hoy rare! in ſenates, ſynods, ſought in vain; 1250 


Or if there found, 2 

While a lewd proſtitute to multitudes, 

Frequent, as fatal, wit; in civil life. 
Fi makes ap enturncier ; Hndde..4.mans.... veces a6 
Vit hates authority; commotion loves, 13283 
In fates, tis dangerous; in religion, death: 

Shall wwit turn Chriſtian, when the dull 5efcowe ? 
Fenſe is our helmet, <wit is but the plume; | \ 
The plume expoſes, tis our belmet ſaves. 1260 
Senſe is the diamond, weighty, folid, ſound; 
When cut by wit, it caſts a brighter beam; 

Yet, wit apart, it is a diamond fill. | 

Wit, widow'd of good ſenſe, is worle than nought; - 
It hoiſts more ſail to run againſt a rock. 1265 
Thus, a half-Cheſterfield is quite a fol; | 
"Whom dull fools ſcorn, and bleſs their want of wit. 


How ruinous the rock I warn thee ſhun, | N 
Where Syrens ſit, to ſing thee to thy fate 5 
A. joy, in which our reaſon bears no part, 1270 


Is but a frre tickling, ere it ſings, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Let not the cooings of the world allure bee 
Which of her lovers ever found her true? 
And yet, we much muſt know her, to be ſafe. 1275 
To iow the world, not love her, » du Agtent 

She gives but little, nor that little, long. 

There is, I grant; ——— 

A dance of ſpirits, a mere froth of joy, ö «3192 
. Qur tboughtleſr agitation's idle child, K 1 7 1280 
That mantles high, that ſparkles, und expires, * 
| Leaving the ſoul-more vapid than before. | 
An animal ovation} fuch as holds © © 4 
No commerce with our reaſon, but fubſiſts © of 
On juices, through the well-ton'd tubes, well -ftrain'd3 
A nice machine!” ſcarce ever tun'd aright; © 

And when it jars<thy Syrens ſing no more, 

Thy dance is done; the demi- god is'thrown © 

| apotheoſis ! beneath the „ 190 26 ct 
And ſtartle at deſtructiom ? If thou art,” 
| (A field of battle is this mortal life!) ww AY 
When danger threatens,” lay it on thy heart; 1295 
Jo one of theſe j hut prize not all alike ; 
Wouldſt thou build laſfing happineſs ? Do this; go 
14 5 ' 
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— r eons — 
— the ſun ſhines not, but to ſhew us this, vB 
The ſingle leſſon of mankind on earth ' 1305 
And yet—yet, what ? No news | mankind is i 
Such mighty numbers liſt againſt the rig, 
And what can't numbers, when bewitch'd, chen 
talk themſelves to ſoggething like belief, 

That all earth's joys are theirs : As Athens fol 1316 | 

They grin ; but wherefore ? and how long the laugh 
Half ignorance, their mirth; and half, a lyez. ' 
To cheat the world, and cheat themſelves, they ſmile. 
Hard either taſk |! The moſt abendon'd own, 17 1215 
Then, for themſelves, — wakes, 
(And Providence denies it long repoſe) / 
O how laborious is their gaiety! | fe 
They ſcarce can ſwallow their ebullient ſpleen, 1320 
Scarce muſter patience to ſupport the farce, 3 
And pump fad laughter till the curtain falls. 
Scarce, did I ſay ? Some cannot fit it out; 4 
Oft their own daring hands the curtain draw, fp - 
And ſhew us what their joy, by their deſpair. 15 
The clotted hair gor'd breaſt a —— 
Its impious fury till alive in death | 
Shut, ſhut the ſhocking ſcene, —But heaven denies 
A. cover to ſuch guilty and ſo ſhould man. 
Look round, Lorenzo! fee the reeking blade, 1335 
TH inyenom'd phial, and the fatal ball; 
Nor. I. 8 The 
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The ftrangling card, and ſuffocatingfireamy g 
The loathfome rottentieſs; und foul decays il 21 
From raging riot (deter ſuitides !)) A * 
And pride in theſe, more enecruble ſtill! ! 12335 
| — —— b 
That vouch the troth q und aid my feeble ſong. - ys 
From vice, ſemſe, fancy, no man can nt be 
Bliſs is too great, —— — — 
| Dunes b wan.” Mont b nant 
O fora joy fron reaſon! — ng vl 
Which makes man wan; and, exercis d right, 
Will mite him e: A unten, joy that gives, 
Ayd promiſes; that weaves, with art divine, 2345 
"The richeſt proſpe&into-prefent peace: Wa 16877 
A joy ambitions ! Joy in common heide 
With thrones ethereal, and — — 80G T ka A) 
A joy high-privileg'd from chance, time, death! 
A joy, which death ſhall double, judgment crown ! 1350 
-Crown'd higher, and ftill higher, at each ſtage, | 
Through bleſt eternity's long day; yet ſtill, 
Not more remote from forrex, than from Him, 
" Whoſe laviſh hand, whoſe love Rupendows pours 
80 much of Deity on guilty duſt. 4 227 well 1 
There, O my Lucia! may I moet thee: dure > off] 
Where not thy prefence-can improve my bliſs! | 
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Nor need you bluſh (though. ſometimes your deſigns 
May ſhun the light) at your deſigns on heaven : 
Sole point I where ver- h, is your blame. 
Are you not wiſe -V α know youare: Vet hear 56s? 
One truth, amid your numerous ſchemes, miſlaid, 
Or overlook'd, or thrown aſide, i ſeen; 507500 
% Our ſchemes to plan by is world, or the next 
« Is the ſale difference between wiſe and fol.“. A 
All worthy men will weigh you in thus ſcale 3 137 
What wonder then, if they pronounce you light # ? 
Is their eſteem alone not worth your care? 1 
Accept my fample ſcheme of cavmon ſemſt : 4 
Thus, ſaye your fame, a 
The world replies not bn nnn. * 
And puts the cauſe off to the longeſt dax, 
Planning evaſions for the day of doom. 
So far, at thatre-hbearing, from redreſs, 1 -@ 10 
They then turn ante againkt themſelve : 
Hear that, Lorenzo! nor be wiſe to-morrow: + 13806 
Hake, haſte | A man, by nature, is in haſte; . 25-150 2 
For who ſhall anſwer for another hour; 
Tis bighly-prudent, to make one fure friend ʒjñ 
And that thou canſt not do, this fide the fies. 
Ye ſons of earth } (nor ciſling to be more !) 23863 
Since verſe you think from prieſte raft ſomewhat free, 
Thus, in an age ſo guy, the Muſe plain truths 
(Truths, which, at church, yournight have heard in proſe) - 
Has ventur'd into lighEz(yellepleas Ahe verſe 
Sbould be forgot, if you the truths retain; 1390 
8 2 And 


* 


16 FON POEMS. i: 

But praiſe ſhe need not fear't Tee my fate: 
And headlong leap, like Curtius, down'the gu thy 210 - 
Since many an ample wolume, mighty toe, 
Muſt die; and die unwept; O thou minute, 8 
Devoted page ! go forth among thy fſoes j 
Go, nobly proud of muartyrdom for trutt © 
. . 5: * 
Denies thee long to live : nor ſhalt thou reſt 11. 


When thou art dead; in Stygian ſhades araigntd 1400. 


By Lucifer, as traitorto his throne 5 

Ani bold eisen e this friend—he eld, 
—— hadder py .« * 
And weluntrers around his banner fwarm z 


Prudent, as Pruſſia, in her zeal for Gaul! 12405 
Are all, ä—— — | 


But ſuch as hold db doctrine (new to thee) - 2 
on The mother of true wiſdom is the απ¹]ut; 1 ˙ 7 
The nobleſt dau, n fool without it. 
Weorld-wiſdom much has done, and more may do, my 
In arts and ſciences, in wars and peace; 
But art and ſeience, —ͤ—— —ͤ— 
And make thee twice à beggar at thy death. 
This;is the ng indulgence can afford -- 
« Thy mim ail can do, e 50 
Nor think this cenſure is ſevert on th eee 
Satan, thy'maſter, I dae call a dncgae. 
| Lakes, s A 6 
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